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TO  DIFFUSE  THE  LIGHT  OF  FAITH 


HAPPY 

ANNIVERSARY 

to 

JOHN  JOSEPH  MacDONALD  S.F.M. 


FOR  GOD  ...  ...  AND  COUNTRY 

The  sincerest  good  wishes  of  us  all  go  to  Father  "Chook" 
MacDonald,  one  of  "Scarboro's"  old  timers  — at  least  in 
point  of  service.  Readers  of  our  magazine  back  in  the  early  1930's  will  remember  his 
fight  with  bandits,  twenty  of  them.  To  recap  it  succinctly  — they  fled!  The  same  red 
corpuscles  saw  him  through  six  years  of  war-time  Chaplain  service.  May  he  enjoy  many 
more  years  of  service  for  God  and  souls. 
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YOUR  ATTENTION  PLEASE 

All  donations  to  our  Society  are  promptly  and  gratefully 
acknowledged.  If  after  two  weeks  you  have  not  as  yet 
received  our  reply,  then  please  inform  us  of  the  date  your 
letter  was  mailed  and  the  amount  in  cash,  or  other  form 
of  currency,  it  contained.  Thank  you. 


Change  of  address  should  be  received  by  first  of  month  to 
affect  following  month's  issue.  Please  give  old  address  as 
well  as  new  one. 
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T O R I A L 


HAPPY 
NEW  YEAR 


E D I 


Once  again  we  are  entering  a new  year.  As  a boy  we  remember 
the  packed  Cathedral  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  in  Ottawa. 
There  was  solemn  Benediction  of  the  most  blessed  Sacrament  at  a 
quarter  to  twelve  and  at  midnight  a gloriously  sung  Mass  at  the 
Consecration  of  which  the  thunderous  chimes  in  the  tower  pealed 
forth  into  the  frosty  night. 

In  the  intervening  years  we  have  seen  the  awful  ravages  of  war 
grow,  until  today  they  are  unparalled  in  all  history  and  we  are  on 
the  brink  of  self-annihilation. 

Even  the  Mother  of  God  has  not  been  able  as  yet  to  impress  on 
sufficient  numbers  of  men  the  one  fact  her  divine  Son  proclaimed  in 
His  time  on  earth:  “Without  Me  you  can  do  nothing.”  When  we 
learn  that  truth  and  live  it  in  our  daily  lives,  then,  and  only  then, 
will  our  efforts  towards  peace  shed  its  blessings  on  our  benighted 
world. 

Let  us  light  the  candle  of  this  one  resolution:  to  make  ourselves 
better  children  of  God  in  some  specific  way,  praying  and  perform- 
ing the  sacrifices  that  will  prove  to  ourselves  — and  to  God  — that  we 
are  truly  desirous  of  making  ourselves  worthy  to  enjoy  His  gift  of 
peace.  We  must  repeat,  and  repeat  again,  this  promise  and  not  grow 
weary.  It  will  be  thus  we  will  insure  our  happiness,  not  for  just  a 
year  but  forever. 


OUR  COVER 

In  one  of  our  Japanese  missions  a young  lady  has  just  been  made  " a strong  and 
perfect  Christian"  by  Confirmation.  She  will  in  turn  do  her  utmost  to  bring  the  Light 
of  Faith  to  her  countrymen. 


Page  Four 


SCARBORO 


WELCOME 

HOME! 


Back  in  Canada  for  a well-deserved 
rest,  Father  "Jim"  Macintosh,  S.F.M., 
thus  completes  his  first  seven-year 
assignment  in  Japan.  Arriving  in  that 
country  in  January,  1949,  he  began 
the  study  of  language  and  customs 
before  goinq  to  Shimabara  in  1952 
as  assistant.  When  Nagoya  was 
settled  on  as  a place  to  open  a new 
mission  center  he  was  made  its 
pastor.  He  began  the  construction 
of  St.  Mary's  church  and  had  the 
happiness  of  seeing  it  officially 
opened  in  1 953 . "Scarboro  Missions" 
extends  its  good  wishes  to  him  for  a 
pleasant  holiday. 


In  the  twenty  years  since  his  ordination 
to  the  missionary  priesthood  Father  "Billy" 
Matte  has  done  yoeman  service  for  God 
and  souls  in  China  and  Santo  Domingo. 
It  takes  a great  deal  of  godliness  and 
gumption  to  swing  from  one  such  field  as 
China  to  another  as  different  as  the 
Caribbean  Republic.  We  all  join  in 
wishing  him  a restful  holiday. 
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SOLUTION  WANTED 


In  this  issue  we  are  presenting  the  picture  story  of  Scarboro 
Missions  Promotion  Department.  It  will  give  you  some  idea  of  the 
behind-the-scenes  activities  which  are  so  necessary  to  the  functioning 
of  the  Society.  In  quarters  that  are  extremely  cramped  these  priests 
and  layfolk  work  at  top  speed  in  an  effort  to  stay  abreast  of  ever 
increasing  tasks.  It  is  impossible  to  add  to  the  staff  for  the  simple 
reason  there  is  no  more  available  space. 

At  first  thought  it  might  seem  that  there  is  something  wrong  some- 
where. On  second  thought,  too,  we  are  inclined  to  agree.  But  can 
you  come  up  with  an  explanation  and  a solution ? Why  is  it  that  this 
most  important  work  of  the  Church  (consult  the  encyclicals)  is  still 
so  little  understood  and  appreciated  by  so  many  of  its  members?  So 
much  so,  that  missionaries  must  be  taken  away  from  their  official 
duty  of  convert-making  to  try  to  dispel  ignorance  left  by  faulty  edu- 
cation in  home  and  parish  life  — ignorance  as  to  the  proper  place  of 
missions  in  every  Catholic’s  activities. 

We  are  not  alone  in  these  sentiments.  The  costs  of  advertising 
mission  work  are  getting  out  of  hand  and  the  resultant  drain  on 
funds  is  hurting  the  Society’s  primary  purpose  of  preparing  and 
sustaining  mission  personnel  in  the  field. 

This  topic  might  well  serve  as  a subject  for  debate  among  various 
Catholic  Societies  at  whatever  level.  Constructive  criticism  from  our 
readers  will  also  be  welcomed.  Let’s  get  together  on  this  mutual 
problem. 


Page  Six 


OUR  PROMOTION 
DEPARTMENT 

In  charge  of  Scarboro's  Promotion  Department  is  Rev.  R.  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  a native  of 
Victoria,  B.C.  He  was  ordained  September  23,  1933  in  St.  Andrew's  Cathedral  by  the 
late  Archbishop  Murray,  then  Bishop  of  Victoria.  In  1934  he  was  appointed  Pastor  of 
the  Chinese  Catholic  Mission,  Vancouver,  and  named  National  Director  of  the  Holy 
Childhood  Association  for  English-speaking  Canada.  In  1950  he  was  recalled  to  Toronto 
for  promotion  work,  and  became  head  of  the  department  in  1953.  In  March  1955,  he 
was  elected  to  the  General  Council  of  the  Society. 


In  the  year  nineteen  hundred  and  nineteen,  the  first  issue  of  our  Society  magazine  was 
published  under  the  name  of  "China".  From  the  beginning  it  was  dedicated  to  Our 
Lady;  its  first  cover  featured  a Chinese  boy  with  his  beads  and  the  caption  read:  "Our 
Lady  of  the  most  holy  Rosary,  pray  for  China."'  In  the  intervening  years  it  has  seen 
some  changes  of  format,  the  latest  of  which  are  embodied  in  tbis  issue.  Since  its  first 
editor — -and  founder— Msg r.  Fraser,  a number  of  our  priests  have  given  of  their  talents 
to  this  work.  Desmond  Stringer,  S.F.M.,  is  the  present  editor. 


Father  A.  G.  "Tony''  Martin,  S.F.M.,  came  to  the  Promotion  Department  directly  on  the 
completion  of  his  theological  course  in  June,  1955.  He  is  one  of  the  mission  band 
travelling  around  publicizing  the  Society.  When  at  home,  he  assists  in  the  mailing  room. 


By  way  of  commendation  of  his  work  in  Santo  Domingo  as  secretary  to  the  Papal 
Nuncio,  Father  Michael  MacSween,  S.F.M.,  received  the  Bene  Merenti  medal.  Repatri- 
ated from  China  by  the  Japanese,  he  worked  for  seven  years  in  the  Dominican  Republic. 
He  is  now  busy  on  the  tedious  job  of  keeping  subscriber  lists  in  top  order  as  well  as 
filling  in  for  extra  speaking  dates. 


Winning  the  British  Empire  Medal,  or  splicing  the  broken  reel  of  a Scarboro  sponsored 
movietone — .t's  all  in  a day’s  work  for  Father  Raymond  McCarthy,  S.F.M.,  B E.M.  He, 
too,  came  to  promotion  activities  after  his  Seminary  studies  were  over.  His  citation  for 
bravery  reads  in  part:  "Although  severely  injured  himself  — disregarding  his  own  safety, 
(he)  di.ected  and  assisted  in  the  rescue  of  two  companions  who  were  critically  injured 
and  trapped — in  a room  where  ammunition  was  exploding." 


Father  Michael  O'Kane,  S.F.M.,  is  one  of 
our  priests  whose  work  consists  in  publiciz- 
ing "Scarboro  Missions"  by  preaching  and 
lecturing.  Such  an  assignment  calls  for  a 
high  degree  of  affability  and  patience  in 
o der  that  each  audience  be  given  the 
best  possible  presentation  of  the  mission 
story.  There  is  still  quite  a high  degree  of 
disinterestedness,  about,  mission  affairs 
among  many  Catholics.  They,  too,  must 
be  enlightened  as  to  their  obligations  in 
the  matter.  Only  prayerful  and  painstak- 
ing effort  will  accomplish  this. 


: 


Father  Ralph  Williams,  S.F  M.,  uses  his 
time  to  keep  the  mission  mite  boxes  circu- 
lating. No  dull  moments,  for  sure! 


Pictured  below  is  Fr.  Charles  Cummins, 
S.F.M.,  when  he  represented  "Scarboro" 
at  a Mission  Exhibit  in  the  United  States. 


Dorothy  Bohan  helps  keep  "Scarboro  Missions"  circulation  up  to  par.  New 
stencils  must  be  cut  and  old  ones  corrected.  Dorothy’s  record  to  date— no 
errors. 


Planning  off-set  layout  or  handling  a vari-typer  is  all  in  a day’s  work  for 
Laura  Kortko.  She  is  equally  competent  to  pitch  in  and  help  in  more  secre- 
tarial work. 


Secretary  to  Fr.  Roberts  is  Rhoda  Butt. 
The  ever  growing  volume  of  mail 
makes  her  day  a full  one. 


Detailed  to  special  projects  is  Evelina 
Lopes.  Her  particular  care  is  Remem- 
brance Book  data. 


Head  of  our  mailing  department  is  an  old-China-hand,  Linus  Lopes.  In  the 
hectic  days  of  the  Japanese  war  on  China,  Linus  was  attached  to  the  staff 
of  the  National  Catholic  Welfare  Office  in  Shanghai,  which  at  that  time  was 
headed  by  Fr.  John  McGoey,  S.F.M.  In  1950  Linus  came  to  Canada  and 
became  employed  by  "Scarboro  Missions."  In  the  intervening  years  Linus' 
appreciation  of  Canada  and  it's  freedoms  has  made  his  mission-mindedness 
a source  of  inspiration  to  his  fellow  workers. 


The  China  that  was. 
This  is  our  headquarter's  Church  in  Lishui 
before  the  Reds  took  over. 


Let's  not  delude  ourselves.  Atheistic 
Communism  is  spreading  even  as  we  read 
this.  Why?  Because  it  is  the  instrument 
of  God's  punishment  of  a rebellious 
world.  Until  mankind  gets  down  on  its 
collective  knees  and  by  prayer  and 
penance  removes  the  cause  of  God's  just 
anger,  there  isn't  the  remotest  chance  of 
our  escaping  His  wrath  and  we  may  very 
well  live  to  see  Lenin's  portrait  over  the 
high  altar  of  St.  Michael's  Cathedral  right 
here  in  Toronto.  If  this  is  "alarmism" — so 
be  it! 


PERSECUTION: 


Hong  Kong  (AIF)  —The  last 
report  that  we  have  from  Shang- 
hai tells  us  that  17  of  the 
Catholics  who  were  arrested  on 
September  8th  were  shot. 

Catholics  of  the  city  are  being 
urged  to  bring  accusations 
against  their  Bishop,  Most  Rev- 
erend Kiong,  who  was  arrested 
with  the  many  others  on  Septem- 
ber 8th.  If  they  refuse  to  do  so 
they  are  deprived  of  their  food 
ration  cards.  They  are  given  the 
choice  to  apostatise  or  to  die  of 
hunger. 

It  will  be  recalled  that  the 
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Bishop  was  arrested  on  Septem- 
ber 8th.  Other  arrests  that  took 
place  on  September  24th  brought 
the  number  of  those  imprisoned 
to  about  40  priests. and  300  lay- 
men. We  do  not  know  the  names 
nor  have  we  the  exact  number 
of  Chinese  secular  priests  who 
were  arrested  but  it  is  certain 
that  on  October  15th  the  im- 
prisoned in  Shanghai,  some  of 
whom  were  arrested  prior  to 
September  8tli,  included  43  Chi- 
nese Jesuit  priests  and  5 foreign 
Jesuits. 

This  violent  wave  of  persecu- 
SCARBORO 


Lest  We  Forget  Series 


XXth  CENTURY  STYLE 


tion  is  going  on  under  the  pre- 
tense of  a plot  which  is  supposed 
to  have  been  engineered  by  the 
Bishop  of  Shanghai  who  is  pic- 
tured by  Communist  papers  as 
the  chief  of  a vast  subversive 
political  organization.  The  fact 
is  that  Communists  have  chosen 
this  moment  to  put  the  valiant 
Church  in  Shanghai  to  the  severe 
test.  The  picture  of  Mao  T se- 
tting has  been  placed  over  the 
altar  in  the  Church  of  Christ  the 
King  and  the  Red  flag  floats  in 
front  of  the  Carmel  where  are 
still  four  foreign  Sisters,  the  last 


to  be  left  in  the  city,  who  are 
without  Mass  or  Communion. 
Very  likely  to  prevent  profana- 
tion the  Sisters  consumed  the 
last  consecrated  Hosts  that  they 
had  in  their  Tabernacle. 

The  new  wave  of  persecution 
is  covering  all  of  central  China. 
We  do  not  have  the  exact  details 
but  a reading  of  the  papers  shows 
that  the  Communists  have  dis- 
covered “plots”  everywhere  and 
that  there  have  been  between 
200  and  300  arrests  in  Suchow 
Hankow,  Ningpo,  Nanking  etc. 

(Fides) 


MISSIONS 


Page  Seventeen 


Needed— urgently : One  million  more  family  rosaries ! Object:  To 
help  save  America  from  Red  enslavement;  millions  of  people  from 
torture  and  death;  the  souls  of  innocent  children  from  destruction  at 
the  hands  of  God-haters  and  moral  monsters. 

At  an  alarming  pace,  along  the  road  of  no  return,  America  is 
hastening  towards  a signpost  marked  Freedom’s  End.  The  diabolical 
humans  who  sent  six  million  people  to  their  death  in  Russia,  fifteen 
million  in  China  and  unnumbered  victims  in  other  enslaved  lands  are 
fast  closing  in  for  the  conquest  of  the  United  States.  Daily  they  be- 
come more  brazen  as  they  sense  the  imminence  of  victory  and  make 
ready  for  an  orgy  of  slaughter  unparalleled  in  all  the  revolting 
annals  of  man's  inhumanity  to  man. 

Again  we  remind  our  readers  of  the  threat  voiced  by  a Com- 
munist official  in  Red  China:  “We  were  not  cruel  enough  in  Russia. 
We  have  been  teri  times  as  cruel  in  China.  We  will  be  one  hundred 
times  more  cruel  when  we  take  over  the  United  States  of  America .” 

And  the  words  of  Lenin,  uttered  more  than  thirty  years  ago:  “It 
will  not  matter  if  three-quarters  of  the  human  race  is  destroyed 
provided  the  remaining  one-quarter  be  thoroughly  and  completely 
Communist .” 

Zero  Hour  Draws  Near 

In  a recent  article*  on  the  subject  we  stated  that  we  might  have 
from  ten  to  fifteen  years  of  grace  but  more  recent  and  more  startling 
information  convinces  me  that  the  zero  hour  is  much  nearer  at  hand. 
The  bewildered,  frustrated,  leaderless  millions  on  this  North 
American  Continent  are  no  match  for  the  closely  knit,  relentlessly 
trained,  diabolically  led  and  utterly  ruthless  minority  who  are  de- 
termined to  take  us  over.  So  far  are  these  plans  advanced  at  the 
moment,  so  near  to  fruition  is  the  realization  of  their  Satanical 

* May  1955.  Over  250,000  reprints  of  that  article  were  made. — EDITOR. 
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designs,  that  nothing  short  of  a miracle  of  divine  intervention  can 
now  save  us  from  destruction. 

I am  not  debating  the  point.  And  the  time  is  past  for  controversy. 
For  those  who  are  aware  of  the  frightening  progress  of  treason  and 
betrayal  in  recent  years  no  argument  will  be  necessary.  With  those 
whose  minds  have  been  dulled  and  stupefied  by  the  “falsehood 
serum”  of  Polyanna  liberalism  argument  is  a waste  of  precious  time. 
This  inside  story  of  the  twilight  of  American  freedom  has  been  re- 
vealed to  me  by  top-ranking  experts  on  Communist  subversion,  all 
of  whom  have  just  about  thrown  up  their  hands  in  despair. 

Concerted  Action  Impossible 

When  we  say  that  nothing  short  of  a miracle  can  save  us  we  are 
not  discounting  the  efficiency  of  human  endeavour.  It  is  not  that 
nothing  human  can  be  done.  It  is  that  nothing  really  effective  will 
be  done.  The  Lord  helps  those  who  help  themselves.  He  expects  us 
to  make  use  of  our  God-given  intelligence  and  one  great  human 
effort,  under  God,  might  still  turn  the  tide.  If  the  more  then  160 
million  Americans  who  loathe  and  abhor  Communism  could  be 
galvanized  into  concerted  action  the  picture  could  change  overnight. 
Under  a Supreme  Command  of  competent  leadership  these  millions 
of  people  could  still  save  the  day.  But  that  concerted  action  will 
never  materialize  because , for  one  thing,  the  millions  of  bewildered 
people  are  too  hopelessly  divided  among  themselves. 

Today,  in  high  places,  in  academic  circles  especially,  the  liberal 
mind  holds  sway.  Even  among  Catholic  editors,  who  might  at  least 
be  expected  to  know  better,  there  is  anything  but  unanimity  on  this 
most  crucial  question  of  sheer  survival.  I know  of  at  least  four 
Catholic  magazines  whose  editorials  and  articles  continue  to  grind 
out  the  liberal  theme  song  that  there  is  really  no  need  for  concern; 
that  only  the  alarmists  are  crying  wolf;  that  the  Communist  menace 
is  grossly  exaggerated  (one  thousand  million  enslaved  humans  not- 
withstanding) ; that  the  “answer”  lies  in  our  steadfast  determination 
never  to  take  a strong  and  uncompromising  stand,  regardless  of 
insult  and  provocation  and— this  above  all-in  craven,  crawling 
appeasement  on  our  part  at  Genevas  and  still  more  Genevas  that 
bid  fair  to  endure  in  abiding  futility  till  the  crack  of  a not-too-distant 
doom. 

With  refreshing  exceptions  here  and  there,  the  situation  among 
a great  section  of  the  Protestant  clergy  is  almost  past  praying  for. 
All  too  many  of  them  are  playing  footsie  with  Red  Front  organisa- 
tions and  many  of  them  (see  the  list  of  signatures  of  the  recent 
350  “notables”  urging  abolition  of  the  McCarran  act)  come  out 
openly  for  the  liberal  platform.  The  resulting  confusion-confounded 


MISSIONS 


Page  Nineteen 


adds  to  the  bewilderment  of  sincere  anti-Communists  among  Protes- 
tant people  and  helps  rule  out  all  possibily  of  effective  concerted 
action. 

Needed — An  All-Out  Crusade 

Let  me  quote  from  a letter  to  the  Tablet  by  Father  Andrew 
Maloney  of  Hazelton,  Pennsylvania:  “At  the  present  time  we  do 
not  have  effective  machinery  to  withstand  the  onslaught  of  the 
enemy.  We  need  a full-scale,  all-out  anti-Communist  crusade  for  real 
Americanism.  Such  a crusade  is  vitally  needed  since  Americans  of 
all  religious  faiths  experience  a real  sense  of  frustration  when  they 
have  nowhere  or  no  one  to  turn  to  for  guidance  in  channelling  their 
willing  and  eager  efforts  against  the  conspiracy  in  our  midst.  To 
maintain  this  frustration  is  a great  service  to  the  Communist  cause 
and  the  Reds  and  Pinks  will  react  violently  against  any  effort  to 
dispel  it.  No  doubt  millions  of  Americans  would  engage  their  talents 
against  Communism  and  the  dangers  it  poses  to  our  liberties  if  only 
they  had  the  leadership  to  follow.” 

I agree  with  Father  Maloney.  One  hundred  per-cent.  The  leader- 
ship he  envisions  could  be  provided.  It  would  consist  of  a vigilant 
watchdog  committee  of  outstanding  Americans  of  proven  loyalty 
and  unquestioned  ability;  a committee  of  experts  on  Communist 
tactics  of  subversion  and  the  fearsome  machinations  of  the  invisible 
and  sacrosanct  super-Government  in  the  nerve  centers  of  the  Nation’s 
Capital.  For  the  record,  (it  will  never  materialize ) I nominate  Gen- 
eral MacArthur , Senator  Jenner , Senator  McCarthy , Roy  Cohn  and 
Louis  Budenz  as  a team  that  would  be  truly  “All  America ”.  Their 
task , and  that  of  many  other  equally  loyal  and  able  citizens  would 
be  to  alert  the  people  as  to  how  best  to  give  effective  expression 
to  their  determination  that  this  country  will  not  surrender  to  Red 
slavery.  Theirs  would  be  the  assignment  to  single  out  sinister  legis- 
lation-in-the-making,  to  turn  the  merciless  glare  of  publicity  on  the 
secret  undermining  of  the  Constitution  and  this  bartering  of  the 
priceless  heritage  of  American  freedom  for  a mass  of  pottage  cooked 
up  by  the  one-worlders  in  Government  and  in  Religion. 

For  a Change  . . . An  Articulate  MAJORITY 

Once  alerted,  the  millions  of  hitherto  inarticulate  slaves-to-be 
could  swing  into  immediate  action.  A hundred  thousand  telegrams, 
fifty  million  letters,  could  deluge  President  and  Senate  and  Congress, 
serving  notice  that,  at  long  last,  we  have  had  our  fill  of  this  sickening 
orgy  of  betrayal;  that  165  million  Americans  do  not  propose  to  be 
enslaved  by  50,000  die-hard  Communists  and  a few  hundred  thousand 
wild-eyed  fellow  travellers.  We  outnumber  them  about  three  hundred 
to  one  yet  that  fanatical  never-say-die  minority  sends  more  protests 
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and  recommendations  to  Washington  in  the  course  of  a year  than 
the  rest  of  the  country  in  a lifetime. 

Subjects  to  be  investigated  would  include  the  “impending”  recog- 
nition of  Red  China,  already  “in  the  bag”  if  nothing  is  done;  the 
Bricker  Amendment,  if  it  is  not  already  too  late;  the  sending  of 
American  boys  to  die  in  Palestine;  the  breaking  off  of  relations  with 
Soviet  Russia;  the  fluoridation  of  water,  placing  entire  cities  at  the 
mercy  of  one  man  who  could  turn  a valve,  step  up  the  proportion 
of  rat  poison  in  vital  water  supplies  and  “stupefy”  entire  populations 
(as  they  have  stupefied  entire  “colonies”  in  concentration  camps) 
when  the  time  is  ripe  for  operation-take-over.  These  are  but  a few 
of  the  vital  issues  on  which  Americans  feel  strongly  today,  without 
organised  and  effective  means  of  self  expression.  Other  questions 
could  be  considered  as  they  arose.  Instead  of  being  a helpless,  be- 
fuddled flock  of  innocent  lambs  awaiting  slaughter,  the  American 
people  could  stand  up  and  fight  while  they  can  still  call  their  souls 
their  own,  or  partly  their  own;  become,  for  a change,  an  articulate 
majority  serving  notice  upon  our  legislators  and  the  plotters  behind 
the  scenes  that  we  do  not  propose  to  sit  idly  by  while  the  last  vestige 
of  freedom  vanishes  from  the  face  of  the  earth. 

# # # 

W anted  . . . one  million  more  family  rosaries ! Wanted , millions 
of  “ little  saints !”  Not  hermits.  Not  great  ascetics.  Not  spiritual 
giants.  Too  few  available.  Just  little  people,  equally  dear  to  the  Heart 
of  God.  Little  people  who  will  live  habitually  in  the  state  of  grace 
and  have  no  part  of  the  great  apostacy;  who  will  make  any  sacrifice 
to  live  Christian  lives;  who  will  never  dream  of  missing  Sunday  Mass; 
who  will  be  faithful  to  the  God-given  laws  and  responsibilities  of  a 
married  life,  atoning  for  the  pagan  abominations  of  millions  who 
throw  the  sacred  gift  of  life  back  into  the  face  of  God.  Little  people 
who  will  accept  the  trials  and  tribulations  of  faithful  Christian  lives 
and  offer  them  up  in  reparation,  to  help  the  Mother  of  God  hold 
back  the  Hand  of  her  Divine  Son  from  striking  us  with  the  chastise- 
ment of  Communist  enslavement. 

This  she  asks  at  Fatima.  This  is  the  price  of  the  conversion  of 
Russia  and  peace  for  a despairing  world.  This  crusade  for  personal 
sanctity  and  Mary’s  rosary  is  possible  of  realisation.  It  can  begin— 
with  you— today.  This  concerted  spiritual  drive  could  bring  about 
the  downfall  of  Communism  and  the  utter  rout  of  its  Satanical 
leaders,  the  hierarchy  of  the  Mystical  Body  of  the  Antichrist. 

Wanted,  one  million  family  rosaries  and  ten  million  little  saints! 

Wanted,  the  preservation  of  freedom  in  its  last  remaining  strong- 
hold on  earth. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


Friend  of  ours  is  still  puzzled  by 
something  that  happened  to  him  the 
other  early  morning.  At  a party  he 
he  decided  to  call  up  a friend  and  bid 
him  join  the  fun.  Apparently  he  dial- 
ed the  wrong  number.  He  apologized 
to  the  sleepy  voice  that  answered.  He 
tried  again  and  got  the  same  voice. 
“I’m  terribly  sorry,”  he  said,  “I  dialed 
most  carefully.  I can’t  understand 

how  I got  the  wrong  number.” 

“Neither  can  I,”  said  the  sleepy 

voice.  “You  see,  we  have  no  phone.” 
— Montrealer 
❖ ❖ ❖ 

You  have  to  hand  it  to  the  Ameri- 

can housewife — which  explains  why 
so  many  men  prefer  to  remain  single. 

— Leo  Sanford 

The  entire  community  was  striving 
to  convert  old  uncle  Ab.  One  day,  a 
long-time  friend  tackled  the  problem. 
“Ab,”  he  questioned,  “don’t  it  soften 
your  heart  to  know  that  the  Lord 
loves  you?” 

Uncle  Ab  snorted.  “Do  you  aim  to 
tell  me,”  he  scoffed,  “that  the  Lord 
loves  me  when  he  ain’t  ever  knowed 
me?” 

The  old  friend  thought  a moment, 
then  said  sadly,  “Ab,  it’s  a heap  easier 
for  the  Lord  to  love  you  without 
knowing  you  than  if  He  ever  knowed 
you  like  I do.” 

— L.  and  N.  Magazine 

if:  ijc  * 

First  Voice:  “How  do  you  feel  this 
morning?” 

Second  Voice:  “Fine!” 

First  Voice:  “I  guess  I have  the 
wrong  number!” 


On  a Miami-New  York  flight  was  a 
lively  youngster  who  nearly  drove 
everyone  crazy.  He  was  running  up 
and  down  the  aisle  when  the  steward- 
ess started  serving  coffee  and  ran 
smack  into  her,  knocking  the  coffee  to 
the  floor.  As  he  stood  watching  her 
clean  up  the  mess,  she  glanced  at  the 
boy  and  said,  “Look,  why  don’t  you 
run  away  outside  and  play?” 

if:  if:  if: 

A little  boy  was  punished  by  his 
mother  for  a misdeed.  “You  should 
turn  a deaf  ear  to  such  temptation,” 
she  scolded. 

In  tears,  the  little  boy  protested  to 
her,  “But  Mummy,  I don’t  have  a 
deaf  ear!” 

* * * 


With  a sigh  of  relief  she  surveyed 
her  spotless  floors  and  carpets  — all 
bright  and  shining  from  a thorough 
house-cleaning — then  she  called  to  her 
hubby  (who  had  spent  the  afternoon 
in  the  garden  and  was  now  halfway 
upstairs),  “Dear,  are  your  feet  clean?” 
Wearily,  he  answered,  “Yes,  dear, 
it’s  only  my  boots  that  are  dirty.” 

— Campbell  Printing,  Inc. 


A husband  decided  that  on  his 
wife’s  birthday  he’d  surprise  her  with 
a new  convertible  Cadillac.  He  drove 
the  car  home  and  parked  it  in  front 
of  the  house.  He  then  went  in  and 
asked  the  little  woman  to  come  to  the 
front  door.  When  she  appeared,  the 
husband  pointed  proudly  to  the  parked 
Cadillac  and  asked,  “How  do  you  like 
it,  honey?”  Whereupon  the  wife  turned 
to  him  and  said,  “What’s  the  matter, 
stupid,  couldn’t  you  answer  the 
$64,000.00  question?” 

“Quote.” 
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OLD 

GOLD 

TODAY 
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ANY 

OLD 

GOLD 

TODAY 
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When  we  turn  your  gold  to  silver  we  send  Scarboro  Missionaries 
urgently  needed  help.  Old  gold  rings,  watch  fobs  and  watches,  dental 
fillings  — anything  with  gold  in  it  — send  along  today  to  Scarboro 
Missions,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


ENTERTAINING  - EDUCATIONAL 

advisement 

Lent  begins  the  fifteenth  of  February  this  year.  During  this  holy 
season  the  dramatic  film  of  the  life  of  Christ,  “Upon  this  Rock'’,  is  in 
great  demand.  Avoid  disappointment.  Make  arrangements  for  the 
showing  of  this  picture  on  the  date  YOU  want.  This  film  16mm.,  is 
in  colour,  with  English  dialogue  and  runs  for  ninety  minutes.  Write 
for  full  particulars  on  this  and  other  available  titles  to  Rev.  G.  R. 
Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
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Sisters  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  Pembroke,  Ont.,  assist  our  Priests 

OUR  LADY'S  VICTORY 


by  CLEARY  VILLENEUVE,  S.F.M. 


Part  of  the  apostolate  of  al- 
most every  missionary  priest  to 
Japan  are  the  many  sick.  In  our 
parish  of  Yokshizuka,  in  Fuku- 
oka city  is  the  University  Hospi- 
tal with  a Nurse’s  residence  and 
training  school.  Among  patients, 
doctors,  nurses  and  employees, 
only  about  ten  are  Catholics. 

During  one  of  my  regular 
visits  to  this  hospital,  a Japanese 
woman  shyly  asked  me  to  go  and 
visit  her  husband.  She  was  a 
pagan,  but  about  twenty  years 
ago  had  gone  to  a Catholic 
school.  I immediately  went  to 
see  the  sick  man.  He  had  had 


an  operation,  for  stomach  cancer, 
which  was  unsuccessful  and  now 
he  was  suffering  very  much.  He 
told  me,  “God  doesn’t  want  me 
to  live.”  I said,  “God  wants  to 
give  you  eternal  life.”  He  made 
the  Sign  of  the  Cross  but  would 
not  receive  Baptism.  I gave  him 
a rosary  which  his  wife  imme- 
diately hung  around  his  neck. 
I then  went  and  asked  another 
woman  suffering  from  cancer  to 
pray  for  this  man’s  conversion 
and  requested  the  Sisters  also  to 
say  special  prayers  for  him. 
Finally  I spoke  to  a Japanese 
priest  asking  him  to  help  in  the 
case. 

A couple  of  days  later,  the 
Japanese  priest  and  myself  called 
to  see  our  patient  but  he  was 
suffering  so  much  that  we  were 
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not  allowed  to  disturb  him.  1 
asked  his  wife  to  teach  him  the 
fundamental  truths  whenever 
she  could  and  to  get  him  to  offer 
up  his  sufferings  as  a prayer  to 
God  for  light  and  guidance. 

Two  or  three  days  later  my 
work  took  me  to  the  hospital 
again.  Before  leaving,  I inquired 
after  my  cancer  patient.  His  wife 
told  me  he  was  finding  it  very 
difficult  to  believe,  but  would  see 
me  now  if  I had  time.  When  I 
entered  the  room  he  was  receiv- 
ing a blood  transfusion  and  so  f 
had  to  wait.  I said  the  Memo- 
rare  and  asked  the  Sacred  Heart 
for  the  conversion  of  this  dying 
man.  When  the  blood  transfu- 
sion was  over,  he  turned  to  me 
and  apologized  for  keeping  me 
waiting.  “Why  don’t  you  receive 


Baptism?  1 asked.  “You  have 
everything  to  gain— life  everlast- 
ing, forgiveness  of  all  your  sins 
and  their  punishments— nothing 
to  lose.”  This  time  he  agreed 
and  very  piously  received  Bap- 
tism. H is  wife  burst  into  tears. 
# # * 

I gave  him  the  name  Law- 
rence in  honor  of  that  great 
saint  who  was  so  steadfast  in  the 
face  of  intense  suffering.  He 
lived  a few  days  longer  and  be- 
fore dying  received  Extreme 
Unction  and  made  his  First  Holy 
Communion.  At  his  funeral,  be- 
cause he  was  a prominent  busi- 
ness man,  the  principal  church 
in  the  city  was  filled  with  pagan 
friends.  A statue  of  Our  Lady 
of  Victories  behind  the  main 
altar  looked  triumphantly  down. 


Experience  in  China  renders  Sr.  St.  Joan's  ministrations  in  Japan  the  more  efficient. 


The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Dear  J.  M’ers, 

Here  we  are  at  the  start  of  another  year.  What  resolution  are  you 
going  to  make?  And  by  the  way,  what  of  the  one  you  made  last  year? 
Are  you  happily  satisfied  with  the  way  you  kept  it?  Or  

I hope  you  will  be  pleased  to  see  your  letter  page  restored.  As 
many  will  be  published  each  month  as  space  permits.  If  you  send 
pictures  be  sure  they  are  good  ones;  blacks  and  whites  must  be 
clearly  distinguished.  If  they  are  the  least  bit  “foggy”  or  gray-looking, 
I can’t  use  them. 

During  1956  “may  you  walk  worthily  of  God  and  please  him  in  all 
things,  bearing  fruit  in  every  good  work  and  growing  in  knowledge 
of  God.  May  you  be  completely  strengthened  through  his  glorious 
power  unto  perfect  patience  and  long-suffering;  joyfully  rendering 
thanks  to  the  Father,  who  has  made  us  worthy  to  share  the  lot  of  the 
saints  in  light.” 

These  words  of  St.  Paul  speak  what  I want  for  each  one  of  you. 
And  not  only  for  you  but  for  everyone  you  love  — father,  mother, 
brothers  and  sisters,  your  pastor  and  teachers  — everyone. 

Be  good  and  remember  to  pray  for  me. 

As  always 

Father  Jim,  ^ 
SCARBORO 


Page  Twenty-six 


CHAPTER  EIGHT 


PRINCE  OF  KABU 

by  PATRICIA  McDONOUGH 

The  great  Prince  Joseph  of  Kabu  in  China  was  hailed  as  the  wisest 
man  in  the  whole  province.  He  had  been  blessed  at  his  birth  by  a 
holy  man  who  wore  a long  beard  and  carried  a staff.  Throughout 
his  life  he  was  also  blessed  with  a holy  light  which  shone  around  his 
head  and  pierced  the  darkness  of  the  world.  Now  he  had  reached 
full  manhood.  The  people  of  the  village  came  more  and  more  to 
seek  the  advice  of  their  Prince. 

One  day  while  he  was  about  his  work  for  the  poor,  he  heard  a 
troubled  voice  calling  to  him. 

“Help!  Help!”  cried  a woman  from  the  crowd.  “My  Prince,  listen 
to  my  plea.  My  children  are  abandoned.  My  home  has  been  de- 
serted by  my  husband.  Help  me,  O Prince,  help  me  to  find  him  . . . 
or  I am  lost.” 

“My  good  woman,”  said  the  Prince,  going  to  her  side,  “how  long 
has  your  husband  been  gone?” 

“He  left  our  home  last  night  yelling  that  he  wouldn’t  look  after 
me  or  my  children.  Help,  Help!”  The  woman  broke  into  great  sobs 
as  she  touched  the  Prince’s  hand  and  begged  for  mercy.  “How  can  I 
work  in  the  fields  when  I must  look  after  my  two  babies?  Who  will 
help  me?” 

“I  will  help  you  find  your  husband  if  I can,  good  woman,”  com- 
forted the  Prince,  “but  you  must  be  patient.  Dry  your  tears  and  pray 
to  the  Man  of  Sorrows  to  help  you  in  your  trial.” 

The  Prince  started  across  the  country  to  find  the  man  who  had  fled 
from  his  home.  Everywhere  the  Prince  inquired  for  him,  but  no  one 
knew  where  he  might  be  hiding.  With  one  last  hope  the  Prince 
travelled  to  the  forest  in  the  hope  that  there  he  might  find  the  man 
in  hiding. 

He  asked  the  big  trees  if  their  branches  had  given  refuge  to  such  a 
man.  The  only  answer  was  a deep  moan: 

“Oh  no,  oh  no,”  swayed  the  trees,  “we  wait  for  the  snow,  we  wait 
for  the  snow.” 

Another  voice  rang  throughout  the  forest. 

“Hoo-hoo!”  It  was  the  wise  old  owl  who  sees  everything.  “Here  I 
am,  oh  exalted  Prince,  over  here.  Hoo-hoo.” 

“Tell  me,  old  owl”  questioned  the  Prince,  “did  you  see  a man  come 
into  the  forest  last  night?” 

“You’re  in  such  a hurry,”  snapped  the  owl,  “one  would  almost 
think  life  was  in  the  balance.” 
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“Lii’e  is  in  the  balance,  old  owl.  Unless  I find  this  man,  his  wile 
and  children  will  suiter.” 

“1  know  what  your  question  is,”  declared  the  owl  in  his  wisest 
manner,  ‘‘but  first  of  all,  we,  that  is,  you  and  I,  must  establish  the 
fact  that  there  is  reason  for  seeking  what  you  are  looking  for.” 

“Yes  owl,  but  please  hurry,”  begged  the  Prince. 

“Haste  is  tvaste,  young  Prince,  “the  owl  spoke  solemnly.  “Can  you 
find  an  absolute  reason  in  your  mind  for  searching?  Stop  fidgetting, 
Prince.  Stop  and  consider  these  facts.  Time  flows;  but  does  all 
reason  and  truth  and  goodness  flow  with  it?  Is  there  ever  a time 
when  we  do  fin  . . .” 

The  Prince  did  not  wait  to  hear  the  wisdom  of  the  old  owl.  He 
had  already  gone  on  his  way.  He  knew  that  a man  was  hiding  in  that 
forest,  and  somehow,  he  had  to  find  him. 

“Now,”  thought  the  Prince  to  himself,  “what  might  make  him 
leave  the  forest?  After  he  sleeps,  he  would  eat.  Why,  of  course,  he 
must  eat.  I will  set  a trap  for  him.” 

And  so,  the  Prince  slew  one  of  the  animals,  and  set  about  cooking 
it.  The  Prince’s  plan  was  to  leave  the  food  in  the  open,  while  he 
waited  in  the  shadows. 

It  seemed  like  hours  before  anything  happened.  Then  there  was  a 
stir  in  the  brush.  A figure  rushed  out  of  the  shadows.  It  ran  to  the 
beast  on  the  fire.  The  Prince  jumped  from  his  hiding  place.  He 
quickly  grabbed  the  figure. 

“So!”  he  cried,  “You  look  after  your  own  stomach,  don’t  you? 
But  you  won’t  look  after  the  others’  stomachs  which  are  part  of  your- 
self.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  asked  the  startled  man.  “I  have  only  one 
stomach.” 

“Oh  no  you  don’t,”  said  the  Prince,  “You  have  four.” 

The  man  looked  at  himself,  wondering  where  the  four  stomachs 
could  have  been  hidden. 

“You  have,”  continued  the  Prince,  “the  stomachs  of  your  wife, 
your  two  children,  and  your  own.  That  makes  four,  I think.  You 
see,  you  have  forgotten  that  your  family  is  as  much  a part  of  you  as 
your  own  arms  and  legs.  You  must  take  as  much  care  of  them  as  you 
would  yourself.” 

“I  hadn’t  thought  of  it  that  way,”  whimpered  the  man,  now  in 
tears.  “It  was  something  I had  read  about  in  a book,  and  so  I ran 
away.  I’ll  go  back  though.  You  see,  I’m  very  hungry.”  Thus  the 
Prince  of  Kabu  brought  back  the  man  who  had  abandoned  his  wife 
and  children.  In  that  home,  there  was  rejoicing  and  feasting  ever 
after. 
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JUNIOR  MISSIONARY  LETTERS 


Dear  Father  Jim: — 

Please  find  enclosed  five  dollars  to 
help  in  your  mission  work.  We  have 
been  saving  our  pennies  and  nickels 
for  two  months.  We  also  pray  for  the 
missionaries. 

Yours  truly, 

Teresa  Anne  Dour  os 
Paul  Cecil  Douros 
Toronto 

Dear  Children: — 

To  save  such  a big  sum  of  money 
for  the  missions  in  just  two  months, 
you  must  have  performed  a thousand 
sacrifices  or  more!  I hope  your  good 
example  will  make  other  children  do 
as  much,  if  not  more,  for  God  and 
souls. 

Bless  you. 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: — 

/ have  enclosed  in  my  letter  a con- 
tribution for  your  Scarboro  Missions 
and  I hope  it  helps  you  even  though 
it  isn't  much.  Please  pray  for  my 
intentions. 

Marina  DiPersio 
Nova  Scotia 
Dear  Marina: — 

I think  your  contribution  is  a big 
one  and  you  will  see  that  it  is  so  when 
you  get  to  heaven. 

Many  thanks, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: — 

Once  again  Father,  my  six  year  old 
brother  Tim,  and  I send  you  our  sav- 
ings for  the  Chinese  Missions.  We 
both  are  praying  for  the  priests  who 
work  to  save  souls.  Would  you  please 
send  a new  mite  box? 

Roger  and  Tim  Halpin 
Bow  Island 

Dear  Roger  and  Tim: — 

It  took  me  a long  time  to  get  my 
breath  back  when  I opened  your  letter 
and  found  such  a large  gift  for  the 
work  of  the  missions.  You  sure  kept 
the  angels  hopping  to  record  all  the 
sacrifices  you  made.  God  will  certainly 
bless  you  for  making  them. 

Pray  for  me, 

Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim: — 

My  sister  and  1 are  having  a race 
to  see  who  can  get  the  most  stamps 
for  you.  Here  is  a dollar  to  renew  my 
subscription  and  a dollar  I saved  in 
my  mite  box. 

Margaret  Perry 

Alberta. 

Dear  Marg: — 

I can  see  from  the  first  part  of  your 
letter  that  you  are  really  busy  this 
year.  It  is  wonderful  to  know  that  in 
spite  of  this  you  can  still  do  so  very 
much  for  the  missions.  God  will  bless 
you  for  it. 

As  ever, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: — 

/ am  enclosing  a $1.00  bill.  I am 
sorry  1 never  got  to  send  you  a letter 
sooner  but  those  exams  are  coming  up 
and  I’ve  been  studying.  My  brother 
got  married  a week  last  Saturday. 
Well  I haven’t  got  much  more  to  say, 
so  bye  for  now, 

Love, 

Anne  Nicholson 

Monkton. 

Dear  Anne:  — 

Aren’t  those  exams  real  bugaboos? 
But,  I suppose  without  them  we 
mightn’t  do  enough  studying.  Your 
gift  arrived  safely;  may  God  reward 
you  for  your  kindness  towards  our 
missionaries. 

Pray  for  me, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: — 

We  are  starting  a club  in  our  class 
and  we  are  going  to  adopt  a mission- 
ary for  each  one  of  us.  I am  Writing 
to  ask  you  for  a list  of  the  mission- 
aries in  the  far  off  mission  stations  of 
the  world. 

Anthony  Spinelli  Hamilton. 
Dear  Anthony: — 

I hope  that  you  received  the  list  of 
names  I sent  you  some  time  ago.  It 
is  a wonderful  idea  all  of  you  have  to 
write  to  different  missionaries;  they 
will  be  glad  to  hear  from  you. 

Best  of  luck, 

Father  Jim. 
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FOR  WOMEN  ESPECIALLY 


To  our  friends  who,  realizing  our  plight,  have  done  THEIR  best  to  help 
us,  we  say  with  deep  earnestness  — thank  you  and  may  God  reward  you. 

At  this  time — as  last  year — we  appeal  in  particular  to  the  Catholic 
women  of  Canada  for  assistance.  Here's  the  problem:  TWENTY  new 
students  for  the  missionary  priesthood  must  be  fitted  into  the  space  made 
available  by  the  ordination  of  this  year's  THREE.  Or  to  put  it  another 
way:  in  the  next  TWO  years  some  THIRTY-FIVE  new  students  must  be 
provided  for,  and  only  FOUR  of  the  present  full  number  will  go  out 
ordained.  That  is  why  we  must  build — in  a hurry.  Be  so  good  as  to  come 
forward  NOW  and  send  your  financial  offering  for  the  Building  Fund  to 
Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


I 


Page  Thirty 


SCARBORO 


H 


SPECIAL 

REQUEST 


When  our  Editor’s 
typewriter  was  first 
brought  to  his  desk  it  had 
already  given  over  thirty 
years  of  its  life  for  others! 
The  end  came  suddenly  last 
week.  To  prevent  a like  fate 
for  our  Editor,  will  someone 
please  send  him  a new  one? 
Bless  you ! 


PUT  SCARBORO  IN  YOUR  WILL! 

I bequeath  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  the  sum  of 


$ 

“//  thou  have  much , give  abundantly ; if  thou  have  little , take 
care  even  so  to  bestow  willingly  a little.  For  thus  thou  storest 
up  to  thyself  a good  reward  for  the  day  of  necessity ” 

(Tob.,  IV,  9-10) 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD  , TORONTO  13,  ONT. 
(Income  tax  receipts  will  be  sent  to  all  requesting  them.) 
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UP  THERE 


IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


LET’S 
MAKE 
A 

NEW 
START 
AND 
READ 

DESMOND  STRINGER,  S.F.M. 

“HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE” 

in  order  to  understand  well  what 
we  are  to  do  and  how  we  are  to 
do  it  to  help  our  Blessed  Mother  win 
the  battle  tor  peace  in  this  our  day. 

Remember  that  our  enemies  are 
not  mere  human  beings  but  are 
evil  spirits  — the  devil  and  his  fallen 
angels.  Against  such  an  enemy  we  must 
learn  the  use  of  our  spiritual  weapons. 

At  Fatima  our  Blessed  Mother 
gave  a plan  of  action.  In  the 
book,  "Her  Plan  for  Peace",  you  will  find 
a sure  guide  for  your  efforts.  Fifteen 
Rosary  meditations  are  added  for  you. 

Get  “Her  Plan  For  Peace"  today  — Price  $2.00 

by  D.  STRINGER,  S.F.M. 

Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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Toronto,  Ont, 


THAN  THIS,  NO  MAN  HATH 


Friends  and  acquaintances  of  His 
Excellency,  Most  Rev.  Kenneth 
Turner,  S.F.M.,  D.D.,  will  be  happy 
to  know  he  is  quite  recovered 
from  his  ordeal  at  the  hands  of  the 
Reds  in  China.  Until  he  can  return 
to  his  See  in  Lishui,  he  has  been 
assigned  to  St.  Thomas  More 
parish  in  Nassau,  B.W.I.  We 
know  that  all  you  good  people  who 
read  this  will  keep  Bishop  Ken  — 
as  he  is  affectionately  called  by 
his  Society  associates — in  your 
prayers,  urging  God  to  end  his 
exile  and  let  him  return  to  his  be- 
loved China. 


With  the  experience  of  years  in 
China  to  sustain  him,  Fr.  Ronald 
Reeves,  S.F.M.,  leaves  his  post  in 
our  Chinese  Mission  in  Victoria, 
B.C.  to  go  to  British  Guiana.  Fr. 
Ronny  has  had  particular  success 
with  the  young  and  here  we  see 
him  in  the  uniform  of  the  Air 
Force  Cadets.  He  was  Catholic 
Chaplain  for  the  89th  Squadron. 
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YOUR  ATTENTION  PLEASE 

All  donations  to  our  Society  are  promptly  and  gratefully 
acknowledged.  If  after  two  weeks  you  have  not  as  yet 
received  our  reply,  then  please  inform  us  of  the  date  your 
letter  was  mailed  and  the  amount  in  cash,  or  other  form 
of  currency,  it  contained.  Thank  you. 


Change  of  address  should  be  received  by  first  of  month  to 
affect  following  month's  issue.  Please  give  old  address  as 
well  as  new  one. 
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Democracy  is  threatened  by  the 
inertia  of  good  people,  by  the  selfish- 
ness of  most  people,  and  by  the  evil 
designs  of  a few  people. 

— Stanley  King,  Outdoor  America 


It  must  be  very  evident  by  now  to  most  people  that  our  world  is 
indeed  in  a state  of  deep  and  frustrating  confusion.  The  frightening 
aspect  of  the  situation  is  twofold:  it  was  foretold  and  it  is  coming  to 
pass  unless  . . . 

No  amount  of  wishful  thinking  — and  that  is  rampant  — can 
alter  the  trend  of  events  by  so  much  as  a hair.  There  is  one  fact 
which  demonstrates  the  truth  of  this  with  almost  mathematical 
exactness;  it  is  this!  Russia  is  the  instrument  of  God’s  justice.  This 
was  unequivocally  declared  by  our  Lady  in  1917  at  which  time 
Russia  had  collapsed.  World  leaders  won’t  be  able  to  tell  Him  how 
far  He  may  go  in  punishing  us. 

It  was  in  1917  that  Mary  brought  us  the  warning  that  the  even- 
then  growing  revolt  against  her  Son  must  cease.  In  medical  parlance, 
she  diagnosed  the  world’s  illness  and  prescribed  a remedy  that  could 
not  fail  to  cure. 

There  are  two  ways  of  arresting  the  course  of  this  “illness”.  One 
is  by  “spiritual  medication’’  and  the  other  is  by  the  destruction  of 
those  in  whom  the  evil  incubates. 

It  may  be  that  our  observance  of  Lent  this  year  in  its  true  peni- 
tential atmosphere  will  finally  indicate  to  the  Divine  Physician  what 
course  He  must  follow.  If  Mary  succeeds  in  her  search  for  the 
“sufficient  number”  who  by  prayer  and  sacrifice  will  help  her  make 
amends  to  her  divine  Son,  then,  together  with  her,  we  will  succeed  in 
staying  His  vengeance,  in  cleansing  our  world  and  in  bringing  back 
peace  to  it.  But  we  must  join  with  her  now;  otherwise  — well,  may 
God  have  mercy  on  us. 


Please  Pray  for  the  departed  souls  of 


Mrs.  Mary  McLaughlin,  be- 
loved sister  of  Rev.  Hugh 
Sharkey,  S.F.M. 


Mr.  Joseph  McGoey,  beloved 
father  of  Rev.  John  McGoey, 


S.F.M. 


May  They  Rest  In  Peace 
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NEW 

BISHOP- 

ElECI 


His  Excellency, 

MOST  REV.  FRANCIS  A.  MARROCCO,  D.D., 

To  Become  Auxiliary  Bishop  for  Toronto. 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  offers  its  sincerest 
felicitations  to  Bishop-Elect  Francis  Anthony  Marrocco  on 
the  happy  occasion  of  his  Episcopal  consecration.  This  will  take 
place  on  February  twenty-second  next , in  St.  Peter's  Cathedral , 
Peterborough,  Ont.  His  Eminence,  James  Cardinal  McGuigan,  will 
be  the  consecrating  prelate  assisted  by  their  Excellencies,  Bishop 
MacDonald  of  Antigonish  and  Bishop  Webster  of  Peterborough. 
Bishop  Cody  of  London,  Ont.  will  be  the  preacher. 


, 


Photo  by  G.  LaPlante,  Peterborough 
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From  Msgr.  Fraser 


MONSIGNOR  FRASER 
and 

FATHER  HATABARA 


From  Fr.  Kirby 


FATHER  KIRBY  IN  HIS 
DOMINICAN  DAYS. 


Page  Six 


Our  little  congregation  is  gradually  increasing  in 
size.  About  a hundred  persons,  mostly  catechu- 
mens, already  are  attending  Mass  on  Sundays. 
Our  kindergarten  held  a field  day  recently.  It 
was  a fine  day  and  hundreds  of  well-wishers  came 
to  watch  our  sports'  programme.  As  the  new 
church  is  erected  on  our  grounds  we  held  the 
performance  on  the  campus  of  the  public  elemen- 
tary school  nearby.  All  around  the  campus  four- 
teen tents  were  put  up  where  the  visitors  squatted 
to  watch  the  sights.  The  priests  were  privileged 
to  have  a central  tent  where  a loud  speaker  was 
installed.  Father  Hatabara,  who  is  the  priest  in 
charge  of  a hostel  not  quite  a mile  from  our 
church,  very  obligingly  came  to  help  us  out;  he 
does  this  for  all  our  celebrations  and,  inci- 
dentally, preaches  most  of  our  sermons. 


At  the  moment  I’m  floating  down  the  Berbice 
river  135  miles  up  from  our  mission  and  as  usual 
on  this  trip,  I travel  in  a tug  pushing  barges. 
(Up,  empty;  down,  loaded  with  bauxite  for  ex- 
port to  States.)  The  accommodations  are  quite 
good;  there  is  quite  a nice  little  cabin  with 
several  bunks,  used  mainly  by  company  officials 
and  their  families.  So  anyway,  that  should  ex- 
plain how  I can  be  floating  down  the  river  “on  a 
Sunday  afternoon”  and  using  a typewriter  instead 
of  a paddle.  Floating,  mind  you,  not  speeding; 
we  average  about  5 m.p.h.  Some  day,  I hope,  we 
will  have  a small  “putt-putt”  to  “work”  the  river. 
There  are  a few  Catholics  here  and  there  — and 
should  be  more  — but  we  won’t  get  anywhere  by 
just  floating  past  on  a tug.  Have  to  get  something 
that  stops  — controlled  stopping,  I mean.  1 hanks 
for  all  the  news— that  is  always  welcome— as  you 
can  well  remember  from  ‘the  old  days’. 
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MISSIONARY  LETTERS 


Many  thanks  for  your  kind  letter;  it  was  a real 
welcome  surprise.  I often  recall  with  much 
pleasure  my  short  stay  with  you  in  Tsingtien 
during  the  good  old  China  days.  I was  in  Haina 
the  day  that  Father  Beal  returned  but  had  little 
time  to  chat  with  him  as  I was  hurrying  for 
home.  Father  Larry  is  well  again  and  has  re- 
gained much  of  his  old  pep.  We  keep  pretty 
busy  here  in  Yamasa.  The  sisters  are  well  and 
are  now  operating  the  public  school.  It's  a big 
job  but  they  are  very  capable  and  seem  quite 
happy  doing  it.  I have  a new  curate,  Father 
John  George,  and  I know  he  will  do  great  things 
for  God  and  souls.  We  have  a very  nice  parish 
here  and  at  the  moment  my  only  worry  is  where 
to  find  a cook.  By  the  way,  I will  try  to  get  some 
copy  off  to  you  soon;  between  preaching  and 

teaching  we  don't  have  too  much  leisure. 

# # # # 

The  story  of  the  Scarboro  Mission  in  the  Philip- 
pines, officially  began  on  October  28th,  1955. 
Father  Kenneth  Dietrich  and  I sailed  from  Cebu 
City  at  10.00  p.m.  the  evening  before.  Twelve 
hours  later  our  ship  had  travelled  the  80  miles 
that  separate  Cebu  island  from  the  island  of 
Leyte.  We  sailed  northward  through  the  strait 
of  Surigao  which  lies  between  Leyte  and  the 
island  of  Mindanao.  On  our  left  the  wide  mouth 
of  the  Bay  of  Cabalian  opened  up,  and  we  turn- 
ed west  into  it.  About  six  miles  ahead  we  could 
see  the  clusters  of  buildings  around  the  crescent- 
shaped shore.  There  lay  the  town  of  Cabalian, 
awaiting  us.  Cabalian,  in  the  Bisayan  dialect, 
means  “the  place  where  something  is  broken”. 
As  we  approached  the  shore,  that  thought  and  a 
prayer  ran  through  my  mind;  “Help,  Oh  God, 
thy  unworthy  servants,  to  make  this  the  place 
where  the  reign  of  Satan  is  broken,  and  Christ's 
reign  of  faith  and  love  be  established  forever.” 


From  Fr.  McAuliffe 


FATHER  McAULIFFE 
and 

FIRST  COMMUNICANT 


From  Fr.  Moylan 


LEGION  OF 
MARY  GROUP 
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The  happy  ending  of  this  true  story  may  well 
have  resulted  from  your  spirit  of  sacrifice. 

May  God  bless  you  for  it!  This  incident  also 
shows  how  many  of  us  reap  where  we  have  not 
sown.  Keep  walking  hand  in  hand  with  us  as  we 
go  about  seeking  souls  for  heaven  and  God. 

DID  YOU  WIN  THIS  SOUL? 


by  LINUS  WALL,  S.F.M. 

One  of  the  most  consoling 
duties  of  a priest  is  that  of  visit- 
ing hospitals.  It  seems  that  just 
the  presence  of  a priest,  or,  per- 
haps, the  few  kind  words  he 
speaks  as  he  walks  through  the 
various  wards  and  rooms,  give  a 
certain  peace  of  soul  to  these 
poor,  suffering  creatures  of  God. 

One  of  my  stints  in  New  Am- 
sterdam is  to  visit  the  hospital 
twice  a week.  Gradually  I got 
to  know  all  the  patients,  Cath- 
olic, Protestant  and  pagan.  Ac- 
tually I never  knew  what  to 
expect  as  I stopped  by  each  bed 
to  say  a few  words  of  comfort; 
but  God  surely  was  with  me  one 
day  during  a recent  visit.  It 
happened  this  way. 

The  telephone  rang  just  after 
f had  finished  Mass.  The  mes- 
sage was  that  a parishioner  was 
very  seriously  ill  and  asked  that 
I meet  him  at  the  boat-crossing 
and  take  him  to  the  hospital.  I 
rushed  out  and  assisted  him  to 
the  hospital,  anointing  him  on 
the  way.  After  he  was  put  to 


bed  I was  told  that  his  death  did 
not  seem  imminent,  so  I went 
to  visit  the  priests  in  the  neigh- 
boring parish. 

Shortly  after  I arrived  a lady 
came  in  to  ask  me  when  I was 
going  to  return  to  New  Amster- 
dam. It  seems  that  a woman  to 
whom  I had  been  giving  instruc- 
tions was  very  sick  and  had  not 
yet  been  received  into  the  Church. 
With  her  baptism  in  mind  I cut 
short  my  visit  with  the  priests 
and  went  back  immediately  to 
the  hospital.  To  my  great  relief 
the  woman  was  not  as  seriously 
ill  as  had  been  reported. 

However,  while  there  I decid- 
ed to  look  in  on  the  patient  1 
had  taken  to  the  hospital  that 
morning  and  I found  his  con- 
dition much  improved.  I was 
about  to  leave  when  it  happen- 
ed! A man  I knew  to  be  a pagan 
was  frantically  waving  to  me 
from  his  bed.  “I  wonder  what 
he  wants,”  I thought,  “I  know 
he  is  a pagan.”  I went  over  to 
his  bed  and  he  greeted  me  with 
these  words:  “Father  I have  been 
thinking  all  day  about  my  salva- 
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tion.  I know  I am  going  to  die 
soon— I am  not  afraid.  For  some 
days  I have  been  reading  your 
catechism  and  have  decided  that 
I want  to  be  baptised  into  the 
Catholic  Church.”  I was  think- 
ing hard  by  this  time  and  finally 
remembered  that  I had  given 
this  man  a Catechism  recently. 
He  interrupted  my  thoughts  and 
continued  to  speak:  “I  know 
that  this  is  not  your  usual  day 
for  visiting  the  hospital,  but 
somehow  I knew  that  you  were 
going  to  come  today.” 

I began  to  speak  to  him  gently 
about  God  and  the  beautiful 
doctrine  of  the  Redemption.  He 
listened  with  rapt  attention  as  I 
spoke  with  him  for  almost  an 
hour.  I urged  him  to  think 
about  these  things  and  told  him 
that  I would  return  the  next  day 
to  baptise  him. 

The  next  morning  he  was 
somewhat  worse  so  I baptized 
him  immediately  and  then  be- 
gan to  tell  him  about  Christ 
whom  I would  bring  to  him  in 
Holy  Communion  on  the  follow- 
ing morning.  He  was  waiting 
eagerly  for  this  his  first  visit  with 


his  Sacramental  God.  I held  the 
Sacred  Host  in  front  of  him  and 
explained  the  difference  between 
It  and  ordinary  bread;  I told  him 
that  he  was  about  to  receive  the 
Body  and  Blood  of  Christ.  He 
raised  his  hand  and  with  diffi- 
culty said  to  me:  “Father,  what 
am  I going  to  say  to  Jesus  Christ 
when  I receive  Him  right  now?” 
The  question  stopped  me— what 
can  any  of  us  say  to  God?  What 
does  God  want  to  hear  from  our 
poor  sinful  lips?  ”Tell  Him,”  I 
said,  “tell  Him  that  you  love 
Him.”  He  then  received  Com- 
munion with  great  devotion  and 
I left  him  to  talk  with  His  God. 

Knowing  that  I was  going  on 
Retreat  soon,  I returned  and  an- 
ointed him  and  gave  him  the  last 
Blessing.  He  thanked  me  and 
once  more  assured  me  that  he 
was  not  afraid  to  die.  When  I 
returned  from  my  retreat  I im- 
mediately inquired  about  my 
friend  and  was  told  that  he  had 
died  a very  peaceful  death  early 
in  the  week. 

Another  immortal  soul  had 
been  brought  Home  at  the  elev- 
enth hour! 


SAY  THAT  AGAIN! 

A man  really  believes  only  as  much  religion  as  he  is  willing  to  apply  to  his 
daily  living. — Harold  E.  Garner,  Houston  Times 

Some  people  who  say  “Our  Father”  on  Sunday  go  around  the  rest  of  the  week 
acting  like  orphans. — Rev.  Marvin  B.  Kober,  Christian  Advocate. 

The  best  time  to  stand  up  to  any  of  life’s  situations  is  immediately  after  you 
get  up  from  praying  on  your  knees. — O.  A.  Battista 
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by  JOSEPH  MURPHY,  S.F.M. 


The  mission  bells  of  Santo 
Domingo  are  a variety  of  shapes 
and  tones  unmatched,  perhaps, 
elsewhere  in  the  world.  In  Can- 
ada and  the  United  States  bells 
peal  and  thunder  from  graceful 
towers.  These  we  have  too  in 
Santo  Domingo— in  the  cities  and 
in  some  of  the  country  chapels. 
The  variety  is  seen  in  the  bells 
of  the  smaller  chapels. 

The  average  parish  has  from 


The 

bells 

are 

ringing 


"Men  will  be  no  more  virtuous  without 
exhortation  than  a bell  will  sound  without 
being  struck."  Thus  a Chinese  proverb 
sounds  off.  Father  Joe  proves  to  us  that 
our  SCARBORO  missionaries  use  about 
every  means  available  to  exhort  their 
flocks. 


fifteen  to  fifty  mission  campos  in 
the  country.  These  the  padre 
visits  when  he  can  for  the  saying 
of  Mass  and  administration  of 
the  Sacraments.  Sometimes  he 
announces  his  own  arrival  by  his 
noisy  jeep.  At  other  times,  as 
soon  as  he  comes  into  sight,  the 
local  sacristan  begins  pounding 
the  “bell”  with  a heavy  stone  — 
or  with  two  stones  for  a more 
jubilant  “ring.” 
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In  some  places  the  “bell"  is  a 
length  of  steel  rail  hanging  from 
a tree.  Sometimes  there  are  two 
rails  of  different  lengths;  the 
clangor  hammered  out  of  that 
steel  can  be  heard  in  the  next 
county  I People  living  nearby 
begin  arriving  at  once  to  greet 
the  padre.  Some  of  them  will, 
perhaps,  have  an  offering  of  a 
hen  “for  St.  Anthony,"  or  a 
bunch  of  bananas  “for  the  Most 
Holy  Virgin"— which,  of  course, 
are  meant  for  the  padre's  table. 

The  “bell’  of  another  mission 
may  be  a rusty  ploughshare.  Hit 
that  chunk  of  iron  hard  enough, 
and  while  its  tone  may  not  be 
that  of  a six  ton  bell,  it  sure  is 
effective.  “The  padre  has  come!" 
it  says  in  ear-blasting  tones.  The 
women  cleaning  the  chapel  be- 
gin to  sweep  faster  and  polish 
brighter  the  lamp  chimneys  for 
the  evening  Rosary.  In  the 
rush  someone  knocks  over  a vase 
of  flowers  on  the  altar,  and  the 
freshly  starched  cloth  is  soaked. 
But  the  padre  will  say— “Never 
mind;  hang  it  over  the  fence.  It 
will  be  dry  in  an  hour."  Mean- 
time the  ploughshare  is  still 
clanging! 

Then  in  other  missions,  hoops 
may  ‘ring’  to  call  the  people.  In 
these  too,  there  is  variety— barrel 
hoops  and  wheel  hoops.  These 
are  usually  ‘rung’  by  being  struck 
with  a heavy  machete  knife. 

However,  for  quick  long-dis- 


tance results,  there  is  nothing 
like  an  old  galvanized  steel  laun- 
dry tub.  With  two  husky  lads 
pounding  this  ‘bell’  with  heavy 
sticks  or  machetes,  everybody  for 
miles  around  can’t  help  but 
know  that  the  padre  has  arrived. 

The  padre  may  have  twenty  or 
thirty  confessions,  or  he  may 
have  two  hundred  or  more,  de- 
pending on  the  importance  of 
the  feast  and  fervour  in  that 
particular  mission.  In  any  case, 
when  confessions  are  about  half 
finished,  the  sacristan  gives  the 
second  ring.  This  pounding  tells 
those  who  have  not  yet  arrived 
that  Mass  or  Rosary  will  begin 
within  an  hour.  The  final  ring 
“peals"  as  the  padre  is  vesting 
for  Mass. 

At  the  Consecration  of  the 
Mass  the  ploughshare  or  the 
hoop,  the  rail  or  the  tub  rings 
out  again.  This  is  to  tell  those 
in  the  distant  hills  that  the 
padre  now  has  in  his  hands  their 
Redeemer,  and  that  they  should 
say  a prayer  at  that  moment. 

Necessity,  the  mother  of  in- 
vention, has  thus  given  to  the 
humble  Dominican  farmers  ra- 
ther strangs  “bells"  for  their 
mission  chapels.  But  they  must 
sound  just  as  glorious  in  heaven 
as  the  electronic  carillons  of 
cathedrals,  for  they  are  calling 
one  and  all  to  worship  the  same 
Lord  of  Heaven  in  the  same  un- 
ending Sacrifice. 


RING  A BELL  WITH  US! 

Keep  your  subscription  always  up-to-date. 

BLESS  YOU! 
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Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


A new  disease  is  appearing  throughout  the  land.  It  is  poisoning 
from  drinking  artificially  fluoridated  water.  The  symptoms  were 
described  in  a recent  radio  address  by  G.  L.  Waldbott,  M.D.,  F.A.C.P., 
an  address  that  should  help  arouse  the  nation  as  to  the  insidious 
nature  of  this  high  pressure  propaganda  for  fluoridation. 

Doctor  Waldbott’s  findings  are  the  result  of  a study  of  eighteen 
cases  of  this  previously  unknown  disease.  It  is  characterised  by 
“severe  pain  and  stiffness  of  the  spine , brain  damage , lack  of  control 
of  arms  and  legs,  certain  stomach  disturbances  and  failing  eyesight** . 
The  doctor  declares  that  leading  specialists  could  find  no  cause  for  the 
symptoms  in  these  eighteen  patients.  YET,  IN  EVERY  CASE, 
ELIMINATION  OF  FLUORIDATED  WATER  CURED  THE 
DISEASE  COMPLETELY.  In  foreign  medical  literature  similar 
symptoms  are  described  as  the  beginning  of  fluorine  poisoning. 

One  of  these  days  this  problem  may  be  yours.  The  high  pressure 
rat-poison  pushers  may  fast-talk  your  city  fathers  into  fluoridation  of 
your  own  water  supply.  You  may  have  absolutely  nothing  to  say 
about  it.  In  Santa  Cruz,  California  in  August  1952,  the  Common 
Council  authorized  the  measure  in  spite  of  a vote  of  7,131  to  1,666 
against  it.  Should  this  legislation  be  some  day  rammed  down  the 
throat  of  your  community  you  will  be  lucky  to  have  a well  on  your 
property.  If  not,  you’d  better  start  digging  unless  you  want  to  end 
up  with  a semi-paralysis  or  softening  of  the  brain. 

WHY  FLUORIDATION? 

What  is  the  case  for  fluoridation?  It  is  supposed  to  prevent 
cavities  in  the  teeth  of  children  under  ten  years  of  age.  But  this 
sudden  wave  of  national  concern  for  their  decaying  molars,  coupled 
with  a supine  disregard  for  the  deterioration  of  the  vital  organs  of 
their  elders  naturally  leads  one  to  suspect  ulterior  motives.  Especially 
so  since  fluoridation  has  already  been  introduced  into  army  installa- 
tions where  there  are  certainly  no  G.I.’s  under  ten  years  of  age. 
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Father  Lyle  F.  Sheen,  pastor  of  St.  Malachy’s  Church,  Geneseo, 
Illinois,  has  offered  a reward  of  one  thousand  dollars  for  “evidence 
that  will  be  accepted  by  Christian  biochemists  proving  any  of  the 
following  statements: 

1.  Sodium  Fluoride  will  prevent  decay  of  human  teeth. 

2.  Sodium  Fluoride  is  not  poisonous  in  small  amounts. 

3.  The  moon  is  made  of  green  cheese.” 

Nobody  has  yet  collected  the  reward  for  the  simple  reason  that  the 
case  for  fluoridation  has  never  been  proven.  In  fact,  the  very  ruthless- 
ness of  the  methods  employed  to  enforce  this  experiment  upon  un- 
suspecting communities  is  giving  rise  to  a growing  public  fear  that 
IT  IS  NOT  CONCERN  FOR  CHILDREN'S  TEETH  THAT  IS 
BEHIND  THE  RAT  POISON  PROPAGANDA.  The  over-riding 
of  all  opposition,  the  suppression  of  testimony  of  doctors  and  dentists 
who  have  tried  vainly  to  alert  the  people  as  to  its  dangers,  the 
dubbing  of  all  opponents  as  “emotional”,  “crackpots”,  “religious 
fanatics”  are  all  factors  that  serve  to  confirm  this  fear. 

THE  SILENT  TREATMENT 

The  case  of  Doctor  A.  B.  MacWhinnie  of  Seattle  is  typical  of  the 
silent  treatment  handed  out  to  those  medical  men  who  try  to  get 
their  anti-fluoridation  views  before  the  public.  In  this  land  of  so- 
called  free  speech  he  was  denied  the  right  to  speak  against  it  at  a 
meeting  of  his  own  dental  society.  He  wrote  his  views  to  the  state 
journal  for  which,  as  a member  of  the  publications  committee,  he  had 
previously  written  editorials.  His  article  was  removed  just  before  the 
journal  went  to  press.  Why?  By  whom?  For  what  purpose?  It  is 
just  such  tactics,  the  denial  of  access  to  society-controlled  journals  of 
either  the  Dental  Association  or  the  A.M.A.,  that  compel  medical 
men  to  carry  their  case  directly  to  the  general  public. 

QUESTIONS  REGARDING  FLUORIDATION 
I.  Is  Fluoride  a Poison? 

Bulletin  130  of  the  Utah  State  Agricultural  College  states  (page 
5)  : “Fluorine  is  a cumulative  poison  and  long-continued  consump- 
tion of  relatively  small  quantities  causes  fluorisis ” Doctor  Paul 
Phillips,  biochemist  at  the  University  of  Wisconsin,  says  that  fluoride 
is  “an  accumulative  poison  which  accumulates  in  the  skeletal  struc- 
tures, including  the  teeth,  when  the  body  is  exposed  to  small  daily 
intakes  of  this  element.  In  this  respect  it  is  like  lead  accumulations 
in  the  bone  structures  until  saturation  occurs  and  lead  poisoning 
sets  in.”  The  U.S.  Dispensatory,  24th  edition,  states:  “Fluorides  are 


MISSIONS 


Page  Thirteen 


violent  poisons  to  all  living  tissue  because  of  their  precipitation  of 
calcium.  They  cause  the  fall  of  blood  pressure,  respiratory  failure  and 
general  paralysis.  Continued  ingestion  of  non-fatal  doses  causes 
permanent  inhibition  of  growth.” 

2.  Who  is  Behind  Fluoridation? 

Oscar  Ewing,  attorney  for  the  Aluminum  Company  of  America, 
which  has  large  quantities  of  sodium  fluoride  as  a waste  product,  gave 
the  fluoridation  movement  its  big  push  when  he  became  Federal 
Security  Administrator.  He  passed  up  a job  worth  $75,000  a year 
for  $17,500  as  head  of  the  FSA.  In  1951  his  agency  asked  for  two 
million  dollars  for  fluorine  propaganda.  He  also  had  millions  to 
dispense  as  money  grants  to  dental  and  medical  colleges  and  state 
Departments  of  Health.  It  is  of  interest  to  note  that  these  grants 
were  given  only  to  those  colleges  and  departments  that  foster  and 
promote  the  programs  of  the  U.S.  Public  Health  Service.  Just  before 
leaving  office  Mr.  Ewing  made  a mysterious  trip  around  the  world 
which  was  followed  immediately  by  attempts  to  introduce  fluoridation 
in  many  of  the  countries  which  he  visited.  Citizens  of  England  and 
Scotland  protested  vigorously  against  the  activities  of  American 
Public  Health  Officials  who  visited  their  countries  to  promote 
fluoridation  financed  with  U.S.  tax  money.  In  this  connection  it  is  of 
interest  to  note  that  as  a result  of  increased  consumption,  the  price 
of  the  “waste  product”,  to  wit,  Sodium  Fluoride,  happened  to  ad- 
vance from  1 1/2  to  15  cents  a pound. 

3.  What  About  the  Subversive  Aspect? 

“Fluoridation  of  our  community  water  system  can  well  become 
their”  (the  Reds’)  “most  subtle  weapon  FOR  OUR  SURE  PHYSI- 
CAL AND  MENTAL  DETERIORATION.  When  ‘the  hour’ 
marked  on  their  program  strikes  it  can  be  their  most  potent  weapon 
for  quick  liquidation.  Based  on  my  years  of  practical  experience  in 
the  health  food  and  chemical  field  let  me  warn:  fluoridation  of 
drinking  water  is  criminal  insanity , sure  national  suicide”  The 
Catholic  Mirror,  Springfield. 

“I  have  been  told  that  this  (fluoridation  business)  is  ‘Progress’. 
I feel  that  adding  dangerous  Poison  Sodium  Fluoride  to  the  drinking 
water  is  definitely  progress  TOWARD  THE  GRAVE.”  Editorial  in 
Preston  Times,  Preston,  Iowa. 

Princess  Ileana  tells  of  an  interview  with  the  notorious  Ana 
Pauker,  one  time  boss  of  Communist  Roumania.  She  revealed  the 
method  of  attack  of  the  Communist  hierarchy  for  the  taking  over 
of  countries  where  they  had  not  as  yet  established  control.  She  made 
the  significant  statement  that  another  easy  method  of  attack  was 
offered  in  the  kind  of  water  system  on  which  most  of  the  American 
cities  depend.  In  speaking  of  the  conquest  of  the  North  American 
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continent  Boss  Pauker  explained  tha v “ the  water  systems  could  be 
simply  and  easily  polluted  or  destroyed  ” ; * ^ •** 

In  his  pamphlet,  “Fluoridation,  the  Crime  Against  All  Civiliza- 
tion” Father  Sheen  states:  “Sodium  Fluoride  in  the  water  supply  is 
used  in  Communist  countries  to  keep  people  in  subjection.  It  attacks 
the  nervous  system,  producing  a dullness  of  mind  and  a weird  sense 
of  weariness.  It  has  been  used  in  asylums  to  keep  patients  quiet  and 
in  circuses  to  keep  beasts  tame.  Years  ago  it  was  used  to  cause 
ABORTION.  It  would  not  only  prevent  cavities  in  the  teeth  of 
children;  it  would  prevent  children  completely.” 

Had  enough?  We  have  reams  of  articles  and  quotations  on  this 
subversive  aspect  of  fluoridation.  And  yet,  in  over  125  American  and 
Canadian  cities  this  devilish  equipment  is  already  installed.  Hun- 
dreds of  other  cities  are  “pinned  on  the  map”  to  be  lined  up,  coaxed 
in,  voted  in,  maybe  sneaked  in.  Then  if  “their  hour”  strikes  ONE 
TURN  OF  THE  VALVE  BY  ONE  TRAITOR  IN  EACH  CITY 
AND  MILLIONS  OF  PEOPLE  WILL  BE  QUICKLY  PARALYSED. 
Fluoride  is  tasteless,  odorless,  colorless,  indetectible  and  there  is  no 
antidote  for  this  poison.  If  we  are  so  stupid  as  to  build  for  our 
internal  enemies  these  terrible  weapons  of  mass  liquidation  all  over 
our  land  it  will  be  a simple  matter  for  them  in  time  of  national  crisis 
to  plant  the  traitors  to  turn  the  deadly  valves. 

THE  RIGHT  TO  URGE  FLUORIDATION 

Nobody  will  deny  that  among  the  advocates  of  Fluoridation  are 
to  be  found  many  sincere  people.  Nobody  will  deny  the  right  of  any 
individual  to  campaign  for  fluoridated  water  if  he  believes  it  to  be  a 
benefit.  But  we  remind  them  of  another  legendary  character  who 
was  right  and  we  pray  that  his  epitaph  may  not  one  day  be  theirs  as 
well  as  our  own. 

“Here  lies  the  body  of  William  J. 

Who  died  maintaining  his  right  of  way 
He  was  right  — dead  right  — as  he  sped  along 
But  he’s  just  as  dead  as  if  he’d  been  wrong.” 

NOTE:  On  December  1st,  1955,  fluoridation  was  started  at  the  Lakehurst,  N.J.,  Air  Station. 

In  response  to  a letter  asking  the  number  of  children  living  at  this  base,  the  State 
Director  of  this  Air  Station  replied  that  he  had  no  idea  of  the  number  but  that  the 
water  in  many  military  installations  was  fluoridated. 


COVER  PICTURE 

The  famous  crucifix  of  Limpias  is  known  throughout  the  world.  The 
head  of  it  is  shown  on  our  cover  to  remind  our  readers  that  the  Holy  Season  of 
Lent  begins  on  the  fifteenth  of  this  month.  Be  sure  to  read  the  current  editorial. 
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Here  is  an  eye-witness  account  of  people 
who  are  suffering.  We  in  this  Canada  of 
ours  have  little  that  is  comparable  to 
such  misery  as  is  depicted  here.  Yet, 
amid  such  sickness  and  pain  we  see  the 
light  of  Faith  glowing  with  such  an  in- 
tensity as  to  make  many  of  us  feel 
ashamed  of  our  own  spiritual  lethargy.  In 
the  name  of  us  ail  we  extend  our  sincerest 
thanks  to  Fr.  Wallace  Chisholm,  S.F.M., 
for  this  soul-moving  story. 


Sunday  was  just  like  any  other 
Sunday  in  Georgetown;  there 
were  two  Masses  at  the  Chapel 
and  two  Masses  at  the  “Out 
Stations."  On  this  particular 
Sunday  I had  preached  at  both 
Masses  at  the  Chapel,  my  first 
preaching  assignment  since  I 
arrived  in  British  Guiana.  The 
rest  of  the  day  was  scheduled  to 
be  just  routine. 

Around  noon,  Father  Moriarty 
asked  me  whether  I would  like 
to  go  with  Father  McNamara 
and  himself  to  Mahaica,  about 
twenty  miles  up  the  coast  from 
Georgetown.  Having  heard  that 
there  was  a Leper  Colony  there 
which  the  Sisters  of  Mercy  from 
the  United  States  helped  the 
Government  operate,  I was  anxi- 
ous to  see  what  was  to  be  seen. 

The  three  of  us  left  George- 
town early  in  the  afternoon.  The 
town  was  lazily  stirring  from  the 
noon-hour  siesta  and  bicycles 
were  beginning  to  take  over  on 


the  “highway.”  You  see,  the 
following  day  was  to  be  a public 
holiday  and  groups  were  starting 
off  on  cycling  trips  into  the 
country.  Father  Moriarty  was  at 
the  wheel  of  a borrowed  car  and 
we  dodged  in  and  out  of  traffic 
with  expert  but  not  dangerous 
abandon.  The  trip  along  the 
coast  was  very  interesting  and 
we  covered  the  twenty  miles  in  a 
little  over  an  hour. 

Shortly  after  three  o’clock  we 
found  ourselves  seated  in  the 
neat  parlor  of  the  Mercy  Sisters, 
sipping  a cool  drink.  After 
chatting  a while  Father  Mc- 
Namara suggested  that  we  take 
a tour  through  the  hospital.  So 
with  two  of  the  Sisters  as  guides, 
we  entered  into  another  world  — 
a world  of  disease  and  hideous 
deformity. 

We  visited  the  men's  pavilion 
first  and  were  greeted  by  a young 
man  about  thirty  years  of  age. 
Dark  glasses  covered  his  sightless 
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eyes  and  through  two  gaping 
holes  where  once  was  a nose  he 
drew  in  the  air  which  kept  him 
alive.  He  was  very  polite  but 
did  not  offer  his  hand  to  shake; 
the  few  fingers  which  remained 
were  covered  with  open  and 
running  ulcers. 

We  walked  on,  plunging 
deeper  into  this  nightmare  of 
human  misery  and  met  a little 
boy,  hardly  more  than  ten  years 
of  age.  He  was  full  of  fun  and 
laughter  and  didn’t  seem  to 
worry  about  his  swollen  face  or 
his  twisted  limbs. 

“How  are  you  today,  my  little 
man?”  one  of  the  Sisters  asked. 
“Oh,  I’m  fine,  thank  you  Sister.” 
he  answered  — and  the  headache 
I had  been  troubled  with 
suddenly  seemed  trifling  as  I 
looked  into  his  face,  a face  old 
for  its  years,  a face  that  was  a 
mask  of  living,  pulsating  pain. 

Next,  we  met  a woman  who 
was  a Catholic.  She  was  in 


a wheelchair  and  bandages 
covered  the  stumps  that  were 
once  her  hands.  They  had  fallen 
off  with  the  disease.  But  her 
face  was  happy  because  some- 
one had  come  to  see  her,  a priest 
no  less  — in  fact,  two  priests. 
What  a joy  this  was  to  her;  she 
thanked  us  in  tears.  As  I looked 
and  listened  a feeling  of  deep 
humility  and  thankfulness  came 
over  me.  Never  in  the  twenty- 
six  years  of  my  life  had  I felt 
even  a spark  of  the  destitution 
and  misery  that  faced  me.  Here 
I stood,  in  good  health,  dressed 
in  clean  clothes,  with  all  my 
wordly  needs  cared  for,  and  this 
pitiable  creature  of  God,  was 
thanking  me  just  for  stopping  to 
speak  with  her! 

Out  in  the  fresh  air  we  walked 
and  as  we  talked,  my  mind  was 
a jumble  of  pity,  horror,  revul- 
sion and  other  emotions;  but  we 
hadn’t  seen  anything  yet.  The 
Sisters  took  us  next  to  the  public 
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ward  where  those  who  were  far 
advanced  with  the  disease  were 
housed.  Father  McNamara  and 
I entered  into  this  ward  and 
were  greeted  by  a poor  fellow 
seated  on  a board  with  wheels 
on  it  — there  was  nothing  but 
his  torso  left;  his  face  was  a 
leering  mask.  We  pushed  on, 
and  every  place  we  stopped  we 
were  treated  with  traditional 
Guianese  politeness.  “Welcome 
Father!  Welcome  Sister !”  The 
last  patient  we  visited  was  at  the 
far  end  of  the  ward.  Father 
McNamara  spoke  with  him,  but 
I was  more  interested  in  the  pa- 
tient that  was  sitting  across  from 
him.  He  was  eating  some  gruel 
with  great  difficulty  because  he 
had  no  hands.  His  eyes  were 
empty  sockets.  He  stopped 
suddenly  and  listened.  I listened 
also.  In  the  distance  a radio 
was  playing  and  the  strains  of 
a familiar  tune  struck  our  ears. 
It  was  the  orchestra  of  Monta- 


vani  playing  the  beautiful 
haunting  piece,  “In  a Monastery 
Garden.”  I could  stand  no  more 
for  my  first  visit.  We  said  good- 
bye to  the  patients  and  walked 
out  into  the  Guiana  sun  which 
was  beginning  to  set  in  a riot  of 
reds  and  yellows  and  blues.  The 
royal  palms  danced  and  swayed 
and  the  closing  lines  of  the  song 
poured  out  of  the  building  to 
bid  us  farewell.  “Kyrie  Eleison 
— Christe  Eleison”  the  choir 
sang.  How  very  fitting,  I 
thought.  “Lord  have  mercy  on 
us.”  Yes  truly,  these  poor  crea- 
tures of  God  have  nothing  to 
hope  for  in  this  life  except  the 
mercy  of  Christ.  They  dwell  in 
a world  of  pain  today,  and  to- 
morrow enter  into  another  life 
where  “eye  hath  not  seen  or  ear 
heard,  neither  hath  it  entered 
into  the  heart  of  man,  what 
things  God  hath  prepared  for 
them  that  love  him.” 


SHARE  YOUR  BLESSINGS  WITH  OTHERS 

After  reading  this  gripping  story  by  Fr.  Chisholm,  it  is  impossible 
not  to  breathe  a silent  prayer  of  thankfulness  to  God  for  His  mercies 
to  ourselves.  Will  we  just  express  a hurried  word  of  gratitude,  or 
will  we  knuckle  down  and  sacrifice  some  of  our  numerous  pleasures  to 
further  the  work  the  Scarboro  Fathers  are  doing  for  God  and  souls? 
Think  over  this.  Pray  over  this.  Then  act. 
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Fr.  John  Fullerton,  S.F.M.,  is  the  Regional 
Superior  of  our  Society  members  in  Santo 
Domingo.  In  this  story  he  tells  us  some- 
thing of  the  progress  our  priests  have 
made  in  the  last  ten  years  and  their  hopes 
for  the  future. 

MISSIONS 


The  other  night  1 was  privi- 
leged to  sit  in  at  a meeting  of 
the  Philosophical  Society  of  Ya- 
masa.  It  is  one  of  the  few  re- 
maining societies  of  its  type. 
Philosophy  used  to  be  discussed 
in  front  of  the  general  store,  all 
the  while  the  Arguers  whittled 
away— an  art  that  is  fast  disap- 
pearing. But  in  Yamasa,  home- 
spun  philosophy  is  still  in  its 
golden  age,  although,  since  the 
coming  of  the  highway  there  are 
signs  of  its  decline.  If  one  hap- 
pens to  know  the  right  people  he 
may  be  admitted  to  the  meetings 
which  are  held  at  irregular  in- 
tervals in  the  Co-op  Store.  The 
members  are  few  — Padre  Juan 
Jose,  director  of  the  Co-op 
(Father  John  Mclver  from  St. 
Columban,  Ont.)  ; Bolo— the  ad- 
ministrator of  the  Co-op  store, 
and  Tilo  the  proprietor  of  the 
friendly  opposition  store.  But 
what  the  society  lacks  in  num- 
bers is  more  than  made  up  in 
the  wisdom  of  its  members.  The 
particular  evening  I was  there, 
I was  merely  an  observer,  and 
although  no  one  told  me  not  to 
express  an  opinion,  it  was  obvi- 
ous after  a few  minutes  that  the 
discussion  was  beyond  my  depth; 
no  such  prohibition  was  neces- 
sary! 

As  I sat  there  that  evening  at 
the  feet  of  these  modern  counter- 
parts of  Socrates,  Plato  and  Aris- 
totle, my  mind  went  back  twelve 
years  to  when  I was  starting  off 
on  my  first  pastorate  in  that  very 
town  of  Yamasa.  I thought  of 
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the  many  changes  that  had  taken 
place  during  those  twelve  years, 
the  many  landmarks  that  had 
disappeared,  the  old-folks  who 
had  died  off  and  the  diamonds- 
in-the-rough  that  had  been  trans- 
formed into  polished  jewels. 
During  that  time  the  work  of 
God  had  been  quietly  going  on, 
and  the  labours  of  the  various 
priests,  Padre  Jose  (Father  Ains- 
lee) , Padre  Santiago  (Father 
Walsh) , Padre  Jorge  (Father 
George  Courtright) , Padre  Juan 
Jose  and  Padre  Patricio  (Father 
McAuliffe)  the  present  pastor, 
were  bearing  fruit. 

Twelve  years  ago  I made  my 
first  trip  to  Yamasa  on  a nag  of 
dubious  origin  called  McTague, 
not  because  I was  a horse  enthu- 
siast, but  because  it  was  the  only 
way  to  get  into  the  place.  The 
trip  took  between  six  and  seven 
hours.  Today,  thanks  to  the 
road-building  program  of  the 
Trujillo  Government  I was  able 
to  make  the  same  trip  in  a car 
in  a little  over  an  hour.  Less 
romantic  it  is  true,  but  then  you 
are  able  to  sit  through  a Philoso- 
phical meeting  when  you  arrive. 

Twelve  years  ago  the  town  of 
Yamasa  boasted  of  a one-room 
little  red  school  house,  where 
budding  scholars  could  pursue 
their  studies  as  far  as  the  third 
grade.  To-day  the  purpose  of  my 
visit  was  to  assist  at  the  gradua- 
tion (from  the  eighth  grade)  of 
some  twenty  children,  the  first 
event  of  its  kind  in  the  history 
of  Yamasa.  The  school  building 
is  flimsy— palm  board  with  palm 


leaves  for  a roof— but  what  it 
lacks  materially  is  more  than 
made  up  by  the  spirit  of  sacrifice 
and  dedication  of  the  staff  of 
Grey  Sisters  from  Pembroke,  On- 
tario, assisted  by  lay  teachers 
trained  by  them.  (Recently  the 
Sisters  were  paid  the  compliment 
of  being  invited  by  the  govern- 
ment to  take  charge  of  the  pub- 
lic school.)  After  the  graduation 
exercises,  as  I partook  of  the 
banquet  prepared  and  served  by 
the  girls  of  the  Domestic  Science 
Class  in  the  Credit  Union  Hall, 
I thought  to  myself:  “If  only  all 
our  Canadian  friends  could  be 
here  to  see  what  they  have  help- 
ed our  Scar  boro  Fathers  accom- 
lish!”  Progress  was  also  evident 
in  other  fields.  Only  the  day 
before,  Father  Mclver  completed 
the  task  of  distributing  dividends 
among  the  members  of  the  Mar- 
keting Co-op.  The  Credit  Union 
is  flourishing  and  members  can 
now  make  necessary  loans  at  a 
very  small  rate  of  interest.  For- 
merly they  were  at  the  mercy  of 
the  usurers.  Recently  a Co-op 
Store  was  opened;  in  it  is  sold 
everything  from  arroz  to  zippers 
and  the  profits  are  divided 
among  the  members  according  to 
the  purchases  made. 

But  it  is  in  the  spiritual  sphere 
that  advances  are  most  notice- 
able. After  all,  everything  else  is 
useful  only  in  so  far  as  it  makes 
better  Catholics  out  of  the  peo- 
ple and  brings  them  nearer  to 
our  Lord  in  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment. In  this,  results  have  been 
consoling.  The  new  and  spacious 
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cement  church  which  replaced 
the  old  wooden  structure  is  filled 
Sunday  after  Sunday;  attendance 
at  devotions  is  on  the  increase 
and  Catholic  marriages  have 
multiplied  several  times.  During 
a mission  held  last  March,  more 
than  seven  hundred  marriages 
were  validated  during  the  space 
of  a week.  Recently  I was  look- 
ing over  spiritual  reports  from 
our  parishes.  In  the  year  1944, 
nine  thousand  Communions 
were  distributed  in  the  parish  of 
Yamasa.  In  the  year  1954,  the 
figure  was  close  to  fifty  thousand. 
The  greatest  single  total  was 
reached  on  the  closing  day  of 
the  mission,  when  at  an  open-air 
Mass  held  in  the  town  park, 
eight  priests  distributed  some 
four  thousand  Communions. 

That  evening  after  meeting  of 
the  Philosophical  Society,  while 
Father  Mclver,  Father  Quinn 
and  myself  were  exchanging 
words  of  wisdom,  we  were  dis- 
turbed by  a clatter  of  hooves  at 
the  front  door  of  the  Casa 
Curial.  It  was  Father  McAuliffe, 
the  pastor,  returning  from  a visit 
to  one  of  the  distant  missions  of 
the  parish.  It  was  then  10  p.m. 
He  had  been  in  the  saddle  since 
2 p.m.  As  he  lowered  his  230 
pounds  to  the  ground,  I thought 
of  the  song  that  was  popular  not 
too  many  years  ago,  something 
about  going  to  heaven  on  a 
mule,  an  old  Missouri  mule. 


DO 

YOU 

WANT 

DIAMONDS 

? 

JUST  DO  THIS: 

. 1.  Send  us  anything  with  gold 
in  it. 

2.  Tell  us  it  is  for  Mission  work. 

It  will  be  exchanged  for  dia- 
monds set  in  a beautiful  crown 
and  given  to  you  when  you 
arrive  in  Heaven. 

Arrange  It  A row  Through 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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by  KENNETH  DIETRICH,  S.F.M 


Many  thanks  for  your  wonder- 
ful letter.  It  is  always  good  to 
hear  from  the  homeland.  Re 
magazine,  we  haven’t  received 
any  copies  in  the  Philippines, 
but  that  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at.  After  Manila,  mail  travels 
slowly.  It  takes  at  least  a week 
for  an  air-mail  letter  from  there 
to  arrive  in  Cabalian,#  Leyte,  a 
distance  of  less  than  300  miles. 
Speed  is  at  premium  here  in  the 
Orient.  There  is  a proverb  in 
these  parts  that  reveals  an  impor- 
tant part  of  Philippine  philo- 
sophy. It  goes  like  this:  “Watch 
the  Caribou  if  you  want  to  live 
long  in  the  tropics.’’  The  cari- 
bou is  a beast  of  burden  here; 
breaks  no  speed  records;  works 
at  a leisurely  pace;  munches 
grass  every  few  steps,  and  after 
ploughing  a furrow,  insists  on 
wallowing  in  the  mud.  Some  of 


the  more  agreeable  features  of 
this  “caribou’’  philosophy  I in- 
tend to  make  my  own. 

Father  Moylan,  Father  Gillis 
and  Father  Cranley  arrived  at 
last.  I was  at  the  pier  to  meet 
them.  They  looked  quite  well 
after  their  long  voyage  even 
though  no  little  time  was  spent 
dodging  hurricane  Louise.  As 
one  sailor  with  a poetic  soul  put 
it,  “Every  little  breeze  seemed 
to  whisper  Louise!” 

On  the  morning  the  travellers 
arrived,  Father  Rod  MacNeil 
underwent  an  operation  for  a 
hernia.  The  following  two  days 
were  hectic.  Father  Rod  found 
it  hard  to  breath,  the  result  of 
nervous  tension,  the  doctor  said. 

After  passing  through  Immi- 
gration and  Customs  the  four  of 
us  headed  south  on  a boat  for 


* Cabalian — pronounced  Ca-ba-li-an:  ’’place 
where  something  is  broken.” 
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Cabalian.  Father  Gillis  and 
Father  Cranley  disembarked  at 
Opon  while  Father  Frank  and  I 
proceeded  to  Cabalian  with  the 
baggage  to  make  sure  it  was 
stored  there  in  a safe  place.  That 
same  afternoon  we  returnd  to 
Opon. 

Cabalian  is  a busy  little  port 
looking  out  on  Cabalian  Bay.  It 
is  a very  old  town  antedating  the 
arrival  of  Magellan  in  the  first 
half  of  the  16th  century.  Just  a 
few  kilometers  by  boat,  off  the 
coast  of  Leyte,  lies  the  Island  of 
Limasawa,  where  the  priests  with 
Magellan’s  expedition  offered 
the  first  Masses  in  the  Philip- 
pines. Shortly  after,  Magellan 
was  killed  on  the  Island  by  an 
angry  chief  named  Lapulapu. 
The  Philippine  Historical  Soci- 
ety erected  a monument  to 
commemorate  this  first  successful 
attempt  to  resist  foreign  inva- 
sion. Lapulapu  is  a national 
hero,  even  though  nothing  au- 
thentic about  him  (except  his 
killing  of  Magellan)  is  known. 
Cabalian  must  have  been  a 
Spanish  fort  in  early  times;  the 
ruins  are  quite  well  preserved 
and  cover  a large  area  that  in- 
cludes the  church  and  rectory. 
Later,  when  we  have  consulted 
the  local  historians  and  sifted 
fact  from  legend,  we  may  have  a 
good  story. 

There  are  about  eighty-six 
dialects  in  the  Philippines.  They 
belong  to  the  Malayan  group 
that  includes  the  Indonesian. 
Tagalog  is  supposedly  the  na- 
tional language  but  English  is 


the  official  language  of  business. 
The  second  official  and  ecclesias- 
tical language  is  Spanish.  The 
Bishops  publish  circulars  in 
Spanish  and  its  influence  is  very 
noticeable  in  customs  and  reli- 
gious mentality,  the  fiesta  being 
an  important  religious  feature 
coming  from  Spain. 

I saw  Bishop  Gonzaga  the 
other  day.  Before  long  we  expect 
to  take  over  the  parish  of  Caba- 
lian with  its  20,000  souls.  We 
must  go  slowly  for  some  time  to 
come  and  learn  to  know  the 
mentality  of  these  people  before 
attempting  anything  radical. 
“Face”  is  an  important  part  of 
their  psychology.  In  that  respect 
they  are  much  like  the  Chinese. 
Incidentally,  there  are  about 
2,000,000  Chinese  here.  They  are 
the  commercial  class  and  own 
most  of  the  businesses.  Many  of 
them  are  Catholic,  but  most  of 
them  are  non-Christians;  they 
come  from  Amoy,  a city  on  the 
China  mainland.  Many  old- 
China-hands,  expelled  by  the 
Communists,  have  come  to  the 
Philippines.  The  Holy  See  has 
recenly  appointed  Bishop  John 
Velasco,  formerly  of  China,  as 
Moderator  or  Director  in  care  of 
Chinese  emigrants  to  the  Philip- 
pines. In  Manila,  many  of  the 
veterans  from  the  China  missions 
have  formed  an  institute  to  study 
mission  methods  thoroughly  and 
to  investigate  the  possibility  of  a 
new  approach  to  the  problem  of 
converting  the  Orientals. 

This  is  enough  for  now.  Please 
write  again,  soon. 
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HongKong  (AIF)  — In  September,  when  Catholic  priests  and  lay- 
men were  arrested  in  Shanghai,  there  was  a similar  attack  against  the 
Church  in  Hankow.  We  are  now  informed  that  Rev.  Odoric  Liu, 
Administrator  of  the  Archdiocese  of  Hankow,  and  Reverend  Peter 
Chang,  Administrator  of  the  Diocese  of  Hanyang,  were  put  in  jail 
together  with  ten  other  Chinese  priests  on  September  14th.  The  other 
priests  of  the  area  are  under  house  arrest  in  the  Cathedral  of  Hankow 
or  at  the  Seminary  of  Shuichang  near  Hankow. 

Several  Masses  are  still  being  offered  in  the  Hankow  Cathedral 
and  while  the  people  may  attend  these  Masses  they  are  searched  by 
members  of  the  Public  Security  Bureau  on  entering  and  leaving  the 
church.  There  is  also  a Mass  at  the  Immaculate  Conception  Church 
in  the  former  French  Concession.  This  Mass  is  celebrated  by  a priest 
who  comes  from  the  Cathedral  under  a guard  of  plainclothesmen. 
The  pastor  of  this  Church,  Rev.  fames  Wu,  was  routed  out  of  bed 
one  night  last  July  and  arrested.  While  the  priest  from  the  Cathedral 
offers  Mass  in  the  Church  the  guard  stands  at  the  Communion  rail  to 
see  that  no  one  is  refused  Communion.  After  Fr.  Wu  was  arrested 
his  place  was  covered  by  Father  James  Liu,  P.I.M.E.,  who  became 
acting  pastor.  After  a few  weeks  the  latter  disappeared  when  he 
proved  steadfast  in  refusing  to  give  Communion  to  “Progressive 
Catholics.” 

In  the  Hankow  area  people  may  not  go  to  Confession  nor  may 
priests  preach.  Priests  are  completely  isolated  from  the  people  and 
may  not  speak  to  them. 

With  the  heads  of  the  dioceses  and  at  least  one-third  of  the 
priests  in  jail,  while  the  others  are  under  house  arrest;  with  these 
latter  and  with  40  seminarians  undergoing  indoctrination  every  day; 
the  Church  in  Hankow  is  being  tried  by  fire  but  the  clergy  and 
people  are  not  found  wanting. 
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Scarboro  Presents 

UPON  THIS  ROCK 


The 

LITTLE  FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 

The  best  children  are  those  who 
spend  more  time  on  their  mother’s 
knee  in  their  early  years  and  more 
time  across  father’s  in  later  years! 

— Tit-Bits,  London 


Dear  J.  M’ers, 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  banks?  of  saving  up  your  money  to  buy  a 
suit  or  a dress  or  something?  Of  course  you  have  I 

Boys,  have  you  ever  swapped  picture  cards  with  your  pals?  I'm 
not  too  sure  what  girls  swap  besides  bits  of  gossip.  That  comes  from 
being  a mere  man! 

But  here's  the  point.  In  all  bartering  or  exchanging  you  try  to  get 
something  a little  better  than  what  you  already  have;  something  a 
little  more  useful;  something  which  pleases  you  more.  It  can’t  be  just 
any  old  thing. 

Sometimes  you  get  fooled.  I knew  a little  boy  who  would  give 
you  a dime  for  a shiny  new  one  cent  piece.  I guess  everyone  in  the 
school  got  in  on  that  one  just  for  laughs;  no  one  kept  the  dime. 

There  is  Someone  you  can  “swap”  things  with  and  get  more  in 
return  than  you  ever  dreamed  of.  Those  things  are  sacrifices.  Big 
ones.  Little  ones.  Doesn't  matter  — He  wants  them  all.  In  His  turn 
He  gives  you  graces,  for  yourself  and  for  others.  And  — note  that 
word  — and  He  will  give  you  just  everything  you  ever  wished  for 
when  you  go  Home  to  Him.  So  get  busy;  you’ll  be  really  happy  even 
though  at  times  you’ll  find  it  hard  to  give  away  your  “shiny  one  cent 
piece”  for  what  looks  like  a worn  old  dime. 

Father  Jim. 
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CHAPTER  NINE 


PRINCE  OF  KABU 

by  PATRICIA  McDONOUGH 

China  has  many  legends.  But  the  one  that  interests  everyone  most 
of  all,  is  that  which  tells  how  the  ox  became  dumb.  The  story  starts 
in  the  province  of  Kabu,  where  the  great  Prince  Joseph  lives.  In  a 
prosperous  land  like  Kabu,  each  animal  is  just  as  necessary  as  the 
people.  They  have  such  wonderful  pastures  to  feed  from,  and  such 
great  care  is  given  them  by  the  villagers,  that  they  begin  to  think 
they  are  very  important.  The  animal  of  utmost  prominence  was  the 
one  known  as  Oxy,  the  ox.  Oxy  had  a glorious  voice  which  sounded 
like  the  volcano  when  he  was  mad.  At  night,  the  villagers  would 
come  and  listen  to  him  tell  his  tales  of  courage  and  valour  wherever 
he  went.  Over  and  over,  he  told  of  his  kindness  toward  his  fellow 
man.  Each  night  he  gave  a performance. 

“Here  I am!”  declared  Oxy.  “Are  you  all  seated  in  a proper  place 
so  that  you  can  hear  and  linger  upon  each  word  I say?  You  there,  — 
old  man  in  the  front  row,  — move  over,  and  make  room  for  the  great 
lord  from  the  palace.  Now  everybody,  ‘shouted  the  huge  beast, 
addressing  the  crowd,  “isn’t  that  a beautiful  example  of  brotherly 
love?  The  rich  sitting  beside  the  poor?  the  young  sitting  beside  the 
old?” 

Oxy  continued  in  this  manner  for  many  hours,  not  realizing  just 
how  uncomfortable  the  rich  man  and  the  poor  man  felt  during  his 
speech.  Finally,  they  got  up  to  go. 

“Why  are  you  going?”  yelled  Oxy. 

The  rich  man  could  find  no  words;  nor  could  the  poor  man. 

“Oh,”  screamed  Oxy,  “how  wonderful!  They  are  so  moved  by  my 
speech,  they  cannot  speak.” 

What  the  townspeople  didn’t  know,  was  that  Oxy  screamed  and 
yelled  just  as  much  (in  the  daytime)  when  he  was  alone  with  the 
other  animals. 

“Don’t  crowd  . . . don’t  crowd,”  he  kept  yelling  at  mealtime. 
“You’ll  all  get  food.  Just  line  up,  and  wait  your  turn.” 

“But  I don’t  want  anymore  food,”  squeaked  a tiny  voice,  “I’m  not 
hungry.” 

“Beware,  you  ungrateful  creature,”  bellowed  the  ox,  “take  what 
the  Lord  is  good  enough  to  give  you.” 
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“Excuse  me,”  inquired  a husky  voice,  “if  somebody  doesn’t  want 
the  food,  may  I have  it?  I didn’t  get  enough  to  fill  my  big  stomach.” 

“How  dare  you!”  interrupted  the  just  beast.  “You  get  no  more. 
Everyone  gets  his  equal  share,  and  no  more.  Else  we  would  all 
starve.” 

And  so  it  went  with  the  animals  for  many  years  . . . 

One  day,  when  the  animals  were  out  in  the  pastures  for  a walk, 
Oxy  decided  to  explore  the  countryside.  He  climbed  over  the  great 
mountain  which  rose  from  the  ground  behind  the  palace.  To  his 
surprise,  he  saw  in  the  distance,  Prince  Joseph  kneeling  on  the 
ground  with  the  great  Book  in  his  hands.  The  light  around  the 
Prince’s  head  shone  very  brightly.  A bit  too  brightly  to  suit  Oxy. 

Oxy’s  curiosity  was  in  such  a turmoil,  he  decided  to  creep  closer. 
As  he  came  nearer  to  the  light,  he  thought  he  saw  the  faint  outline 
of  a Cross  silhouetted  in  the  air.  Closer  and  closer  he  crept,  until 
he  thought  he  should  be  able  to  touch  the  Cross  with  his  nose.  As  he 
lifted  his  head  and  pointed  his  nose,  he  was  shocked  to  see  what  was 
on  the  Cross.  It  was  the  bleeding  figure  of  a Man  whose  head  was 
crowned  with  thorns.  The  Figure  on  the  Cross  seemed  to  say  these 
words: 

“This  is  how  I died  for  Man’s  sins.” 

“Oh,”  thought  Oxy  to  himself,  “who  would  go  to  all  that  trouble?” 

No  sooner  had  he  thought  his,  than  a large  tear  rolled  from  the 
face  of  the  Man  on  the  Cross,  and  fell  upon  the  breast  of  the  great 
beast.  Deeper  and  deeper  it  sank  into  Oxy's  flesh,  until  it  had  touched 
his  heart.  Then,  a very  strange  thing  happened.  The  beast  hung  his 
head  while  his  eyes  filled  with  enormous  tears.  His  soul  was  too 
filled  with  shame  and  sadness  to  say  anything.  For  the  first  time  in 
his  colourful  life,  he  had  come  to  know  what  true  Charity  was.  His 
words  had  all  been  in  vain.  Now,  he  could  find  no  words  deep  enough 
to  express  the  state  of  his  soul. 

“Come  Oxy,”  said  the  Prince.  “Come  back  to  the  village  with 
me.  You  have  known  sadness,  but  someday  it  will  bring  you  great 
joy.  Even  now,  your  tears  bring  joy  to  Someone.” 

The  Prince  and  the  huge  ox  walked  back  to  the  village  side  by 
side.  Neither  one  said  a word. 

The  villagers  were  surprised  when  they  did  not  hear  the  voice  of 
the  prominent  ox  ringing  throughout  the  countryside.  When  they 
saw  the  sadness  in  his  eyes,  they  knew  his  soul  was  heavy  with  grief. 
The  Prince  explained  that  he  had  been  struck  dumb  by  the  sadness 
of  sin.  From  that  day,  the  ox  has  remained  dumb,  and  his  eyes  have 
remained  sad. 
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JUNIOR  MISSIONARY  LETTERS 


Dear  Father  Jim: — 

We  do  not  get  the  Scarboro  Mis- 
sions magazine.  I would  like  to  know 
how  I could  get  it.  I would  like  to 
become  a member  of  the  Little  Flow- 
er's Junior  Missionaries.  I would  also 
like  you  to  send  me  a mite  box.  1 am 
fourteen  years  of  age  and  I am  in 
grade  school. 

Deanna  Feist 

Alberta. 

Dear  Deanna: — 

Consider  yourself  now  a member  of 
our  Junior  Missionaries.  You  may  ask 
your  father  to  subscribe  to  our  maga- 
zine; I am  sending  you  this  copy  with 
your  letter. 

Write  soon  again. 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

l am  a boy  of  eleven  and  although 
I haven’t  done  any  mission  work  yet 
...  if  there  is  any  little  something  l 


can  do  to  help,  I would  be  happy. 

Hughie  Wilson , 

Nova  Scotia. 

Dear  Hughie: 

Welcome  to  our  Mission  Club!  With 
such  good  intentions  as  you  have,  I 
am  sure  you  will  do  big  things  for 
souls.  Your  Mite  Box  has  been  sent. 
Your  friend, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

Could  you  possibly  give  me  the 
address  of  a girl  pen-pal  about  twelve 
years  old?  ...  I read  Scarboro 
Missions  daily. 

Donna  Lucano, 
Peterborough. 

Dear  Donna: 

Why  not  write  to  Deanna?  Little 
by  little  you  will  get  to  meet  others 
too.  Did  you  have  your  tongue  in 
your  cheek  when  you  said  you  read 
our  magazine  daily?  Hmmmmm. 

Bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 


Here  are  the  boys  and  girls  ot  (left)  Kindergarten  and  (right)  Grade  I 
of  St.  Mary's  School  in  Moose  Jaw,  Sask.  From  the  size  of  the  gift  they 
made  up  for  our  missions  we'll  have  to  call  them  "The  Mighty  Atoms!" 
Bless  you  all  — your  dear  little  selves  and  your  teachers. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


A young  mother  finally  tucked  her 
small  son  into  bed  after  an  unusually 
trying  day.  That’s  when  she  sighed, 
“Well,  I’ve  certainly  worked  from 
son-up  to  son-down.” 

— Capper’s  Weekly 
* * * 

Speaking  of  horrible  examples,  a 
12-year-old  we  know  says  his  arithme- 
tic book  is  full  of  them. 

— Louisville  Courier-] nL 

* * * 

A woman  was  given  the  opportu- 
nity to  make  three  wishes — guaranteed 
to  come  true.  A faithful  wife,  her  first 
one  was:  “May  my  husband’s  wishes 
be  granted.” 

Whereupon  she  fell  over  . . . dead. 

— South  African  Bulletin 

* * * 

I sometimes  think  I’ll  never  see 
A speaker  of  the  sort 
Who  does  not  make  it  long  when  we 
All  long  to  hear  it  short! 

— S.  Omar  Barker 
* * * 

Opinion  has  been  somewhat  divided 

as  to  whether  the  principal  of  the 

elementary  school  was  speaking  pro- 
foundly, or  whether  his  remark  was 
just  an  inadvertent  slip  of  the  tongue. 

It  was  the  1st  meeting  of  the 
Parent-Teacher  Association  and  the 
principal  was  introducing  the  faculty 
to  the  assembled  parents.  “These,”  he 
said,  “are  the  teachers  your  children 
will  educate  this  year.” 

* * * 

The  old  gentleman  was  having 
difficulty  with  his  telephone  call. 
“Listen,  operator,”  he  said  plaintively, 
“there  must  be  something  wrong.  I 
have  been  trying  for  over  half  an 
hour  to  get  “Established  1894.” 
Manchester,  England 


Five  year  old  Willie  had  been 
taught  that  Sunday  is  not  a day  for 
play.  One  Sunday  morning  his 
mother  found  him  sailing  his  toy  boat 
in  the  bath. 

“Willie,”  she  scolded,  “don’t  you 
know  it’s  wicked  to  sail  boats  on 
Sunday?” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,  Mummy,”  he 
replied,  calmly.  ‘This  isn’t  a pleasure 
trip.  This  is  a Missionary  boat  going 
to  Africa.” 

— Tit-Bits,  London 

* * * 

At  a religious  soapbox  meeting  at 
Hyde  Park  Corner,  an  atheist  was 
heckling  the  speaker.  “If  I made  a 
universe  I certainly  would  do  a better 
job  than  God.” 

The  speaker  answered,  “I  don’t 
want  to  challenge  you  on  this,  but 
would  you  mind,  for  the  time  being, 
making  a rabbit,  just  to  establish 
confidence?” 

— Dr.  Karl  Stern,  in 
Catholic  Hour  broadcast 
* * * 

The  French  actor  Fernandel,  who 
for  the  third  time  was  wearing  the 
garments  of  a priest,  was  approached 
on  location  by  a little  girl  who  re- 
quested, “Bless  me.  Father.” 

“But  1 am  not  a real  priest,”  he 
explained. 

The  girl  replied  imperturbably,  “All 
right,  wait  until  I get  my  doll.” 

— Paris  Match,  France 

* * * 

A man  wishing  to  buy  a farm  in- 
spected one  place  and  announced  that 
he  didn’t  like  it. 

“The  house  overlooks  every  acre  on 
it,”  he  said.  “There  isn’t  a spot  where 
a fellow  could  get  out  of  sight  of  his 
wife.”  — Automotive  Dealer  News 
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Httoing  ittonuments 


Man’s  yearning  for  immortality 
has  a way  of  expressing  itself 
through  the  erection  of  monu- 
ments of  marble  and  metal.  But 
in  the  Catholic  priesthood  we 
have  living  monuments  of  flesh 
and  blood  so  closely  related  to 
their  Prototype  that  each  is 
called  “another  Christ!” 


That  is  the  sort  of  monument 
to  leave  behind  you  after  death. 
Take  care  to  do  so  by  means  of 
your  will  thus : 

I BEQUEATH  TO  THE 
SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MIS- 
SION SOCIETY  THE  SUM  OF 
$ 


— Our  Address  — 

Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


INSERT  THIS  IN 


YOUR  WILL 


TODAYI 
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UP  THERE  ^ IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


ANNUITY  INFORMATION 

(All  correspondence  strictly  confidential) 

Rev.  and  dear  Father, 

Please  send  me  at  your  earliest  convenience  complete  details  of 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society's  Annuity  Plan.  After  studying  it  I 
may  avail  myself  of  it,  but  I am  not  obligating  myself  by  this  letter. 

My  name  is  and  I live 


Prov.  of 


Fr.  Jack  McCarthy  (in  front  of  seated  officials)  opens  new  School  of  Manual  Training. 


ANOTHER  STEP  FORWARD 


A deserved  tribute  to  Fr . Jack 
McCarthy,  S.F.M . 

A happy  occasion  for  Scar  boro 
in  Santo  Domingo,  particularly 
for  Fr.  Jack  McCarthy,  S.F.M., 
was  the  official  opening  of  his 
School  of  Arts  and  Manual 
Training  a short  time  ago.  In 
a previous  issue  of  Scar  boro 
Missions  we  ran  a short  pic- 
torial on  this  work  which  has 
engaged  the  time  and  energies 
of  Father  Jack.  By  and  large,  his 
pupils  come  from  the  farmer 
class  to  whom  mechanics  of  any 
sort  are  quite  a mystery. 


To  keep  their  attention,  to 
encourage  them  constantly  and 
to  direct  them  efficiently  is  quite 
a task,  but  it  is  one  that  must 
be  carried  out. 

In  the  accompanying  picture 
can  be  seen  the  Governor  and 
other  authorities  listening  to  a 
talk  by  Father  McCarthy.  At 
present  he  receives  one  hundred 
dollars  a month  from  official 
sources  but  the  amount  is  quite 
insufficient  to  meet  expenses. 

Now  that  the  school  is  offi- 
cially opened  it  is  hoped  that 
the  people  themselves  will  begin 
to  support  it  more  generously. 


Angels  in  disguise?  Consult  Father  Jack. 
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DON'T  MISS  THIS  TREAT! 

Crammed  full  with  pictures,  the  April  issue  of 
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Foreign  Mission  Vocation:  the  Preparatory  Year;  the 
Seminary  Course;  and  how  life  is  lived  on  the  mis- 
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received  before  March  15. 
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TO  MOST  REV.  FERGUS  O'GRADY,  D.D. 

On  March  seventh,  Most  Rev.  William  M.  Duke, 
D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Vancouver,  will  consecrate 
Bishop-elect  Fergus  O'Grady  in  St.  Augustine's 
church,  Vancouver,  B.C.,  as  Titular  Bishop  of 
Aspendo  and  Vicar-Apostolic  of  Prince  Rupert.  His 
Excellency  Archbishop  Pocock,  D.D.,  of  Winnipeg, 
man.,  will  preach  the  sermon. 


With  Best  Wishes 


TO  ROGERS  PELOW,  S.F.M. 


In  Japan,  Rev.  Dr.  Pelow  has  been 
appointed  SCARBORO'S  new  regional 
Superior.  He  is  also  editor  of  the  To- 
Sei  News,  a Catholic  weekly. 


TO  CHARLES  CUMMINS,  S.F.M. 


Fr.  Charles  Cummins  has  left  for  our 
Bahamas  mission  field  where  three  SFM'ers 
already  care  for  Harbour  and  Eleuthera 
islands. 
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SC  A RBO  RO 


HAPPY 

BIRTHDAY 

to 

HIS 

HOLINESS 

PIUS 

XII 

On  March  second,  His  Holi- 
ness will  have  reached  his 
eightieth  birthday.  May  God 
bless  and  protect  Him. 
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EDITORIAL 


One  way  to  live  within  your  means 
is  just  barely. 

— Franklin  P.  Jones 


This  being  the  month  of  St.  Joseph  as  well  as  the  season  of  Lent,  it 
is  an  opportune  time  for  many  of  us  to  examine  our  pro-Communist 
activities.  Yes,  I know  you  probably  are  a Catholic,  but  the  degree 
in  which  you  are  not  a thoroughly  good  Catholic  is  the  degree  in 
which  you  are  furthering  the  cause  of  Communism.  You  see,  Com- 
munism is  essentially  or  fundamentally  irreligious,  or  if  you  prefer, 
atheism,  a wide-awake,  militant  atheism.  Only  a thoroughly  wide- 
awake, militant  religion,  professed  by  alert  adherents  will  defeat  it. 
This  is  primarily  the  Catholic’s  role. 

An  essential  quality  of  such  religion  is  a spirit  of  sacrifice.  In 
spite  of  Marx,  Lenin  and  the  rest,  material  things  are  not  the 
measure  of  the  whole  man  and  will  never  satisfy  him.  He  must  have 
spiritual  food  in  his  diet. 

Our  present  day  standard  of  living  (in  America  and  Canada)  is 
choking  out  our  spiritual  life;  it  is  an  never-ceasing  attack  on  our 
spirit  of  sacrifice  without  which  we  cannot  fulfill  the  duties  imposed 
on  us  by  religion.  But  let  anyone  say  anything  by  way  of  criticism 
of  our  present  standard  of  living  and  right  away  he  is  dubbed  an 
ascetical  crack-pot,  or  a dishonest  (owning  two  suits)  reactionary.  Be 
that  as  it  may,  any  standard  of  living  that  leads  people  into  a $25 
billion  debt  for  cars  and  other  installment  purchases,  as  well  as  $118 
billion  in  personal  loans*  is  immoral.  And  its  evil  is  deepened  when 
we  consider  that  five  out  of  six  people  — fellow  humans  — in  this 
world  go  to  bed  hungry  at  night;  and  that  our  missionaries  are  eating 
their  hearts  out  facing  tasks  that  are  insurmountable  because  they 
lack  the  means  to  perform  them.  But  Daddy  must  have  this-year’s- 
model  car;  Junior  must  have  television  on  to  save  him  from  study; 
and  Mom  must  have  an  electrified  kitchen,  even  though  everyone 
screams  when  the  power  goes  off!  Good  ol’  standard,  what! 

Dust  off  your  New  Testament,  turn  to  St.  Matthew,  Ch.  25,  Vs. 
34-46.  Don’t  skip  this,  now.  See  how  your  standard  of  living  shapes 
up  in  the  light  of  what  you  read,  and  whether  your  spirit  of  sacrifice 
is  genuine  or  not. 

Then  go  to  Joseph.  Study  him  by  meditating  on  him.  Follow 
his  example  and  you  will  be,  and  act,  the  sort  of  Catholic!  against 
whom  the  attacks  of  Communism  will  spend  themselves  in  vain,  and 
by  whom  Christ  will  conquer. 


* American  Mercury  l/’56. 
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In  the  good  old  days,  when  our  Sisters  brought  healing  to  the  sick. 


LEST  WE 


The  grace  of  inspiration  would 
be  needed  in  him  who  would 
try  to  describe  the  heroic  saga  of 
the  Sisters  who*  dedicated  their 
lives  as  missionaries  in  foreign 
lands.  They  have  come  from 
pastoral  surroundings  and  from 
palaces,  giving  of  their  love  and 
life  to  the  things  of  God  and 
never  counting  the  cost  even 
though  they  felt  it  run  like  a 
sword  into  their  very  souls. 
Their  smiling  happy  faces  in 
the  day  revealed  no  trace  of 
silent  tears  shed  in  the  night  as 
they  pleaded  for  grace  and  cour- 


FORGET 

age  to  persevere  — to  the  end. 

And  now?  Uprooted,  torn 
from  all  they  learned  to  love! 
Calumniated,  cursed,  cast  out  — 
and  death  to  the  one  who  raises 
so  much  as  a whisper  in  their 
defense! 

If  we  remain  silent  it  will  be 
because  of  something  worse  than 
death  — that  can  be  honourable! 
It  will  be  because  of  our  indif- 
ference; because  soft  living  has 
sapped  the  strength  from  our 
spiritual  life.  Then  we  will  be 
dead  indeed. 


BEAR  WITH  US,  PLEASE! 

Acknowledgments  of  renewals  have  gotten  behind  schedule  due  to  illness  among  staff 
members.  Please  be  patient  with  us  for  a few  weeks.  Thank  you. 
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All  his  priestly  life,  Msgr.  Fraser,  founder  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  has 
been  a builder.  His  latest  church  was  completed  in  Japan  just  a few  months  ago. 


MSGR.  FRASER  RETURNS 


At  a time  when  most  men 

have  retired  from  active  life, 

Msgr.  J.  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M.,  P.A., 

must  leave  his  beloved  mission 
labours  in  other  lands.  Why? 
Because  of  infirmity  or  old  age? 
No,  not  at  all.  He  is  coming 
back  because  the  Society  he 

founded  as  China  Mission 
College  in  1918  needs  him. 

For  years  we  have  tried  to 
bring  home  to  the  Catholics  of 
Canada  the  necessity  that  exists 
for  a Seminary,  adequate  for  our 
rapidly-growing  Society.  But  as 
yet,  response  to  our  appeal  has 


been  very  limited.  Many  good 
and  faithful  friends  are  doing 
all  they  can,  but  the  burden  is 
too  heavy  for  them  alone. 

So,  Monsignor  Fraser  must 
come  back;  must  subject  himself 
to  the  rigors  of  much  travelling; 
must  find  strength  somewhere 
for  preaching  and  lecturing  to 
raise  necessary  funds. 

Perhaps  the  sight  of  this  “man 
of  sacrifice”  will  touch  the  hearts 
of  our  people  of  high  or  low 
estate,  in  whatever  walk  of  life 
they  may  be,  and  make  them 
responsive  to  his  plea. 
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March  3rd  is  Dolls’  Festival, 
Girls’  Day,  all  over  Japan. 
Gifts  of  dolls  are  exchanged  on 
that  day;  not  dolls  to  be  played 
with,  but  ornamental  ones  to  be 
placed  on  the  mantel-piece  and 
treasured  as  heirlooms.  On  this 
day  they  are  taken  out  of  their 
boxes  and  placed  on  tiers  of 
shelves  covered  with  a red  cloth. 
Dolls  representing  kings  and 
queens  occupy  the  highest  shelf; 
princes,  princesses  and  courtiers 
the  lower  ones.  They  are  elabo- 
rately dressed  and  often  quiet 
costly.  Our  kindergarten  cele- 
brated the  day  and  a crowd  of 


well-wishers  were  present.  The 
programme  consisted  of  chil- 
dren’s plays  and  folk  dances. 
The  dolls  in  the  picture  were 
loaned  to  us  for  the  occasion. 
The  two  little  boys,  seven  and 
five,  are  acting  a part  in  an 
historical  play  of  the  Samurai 
era.  The  Sisters  in  the  picture 
are  the  choir  nuns  of  our  com- 
munity; seated  is  Mother  Mag- 
dalena, Superior.  She  is  a 
linguist,  knows  many  languages 
including  Chinese,  speaks  and 
writes  Japanese  fluently.  She 
was  expelled  from  China. 

(J.  M.  Fraser) 
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The  proper  function  of  [articles]  is  not  to  give  a [reader]  all  the  information 
he  needs,  but  to  rouse  his  enthusiasm  so  that  he  will  gather  knowledge  himself, 
perhaps  under  difficulties. — J.  J.  Thompson,  Science. 


The  sophisticates  will  sneer 
and  the  “liberal”  press  will 
scream  about  book  burning  if 
any  attempt  is  made  to  protect 
innocent  children  from  the  men- 
ace of  filthy  literature  but  the 
bitter  truth  is  that  THE 
WIDESPREAD  DESTRUC- 
TION OF  THE  MORALS  OF 
YOUTH  TODAY  IS  PART 
AND  PARCEL  OF  A MAS- 
TER - MINDED  PLAN  TO 
WIPE  OUT  CHRISTIANITY. 
Are  we  just  being  alarmist? 
Going  off  the  deep  end  without 
a shred  of  evidence?  Listen- . . . 

The  story  you  are  about  to 
hear  is  true.  The  names  have 
been  omitted  for  the  moment 
(they  are  available  should  it 
ever  prove  necessary)  to  avoid 
possible  embarrassment  of  the 
individuals  concerned.  The  set- 
ting was  a “little  Spanish  town” 
in  New  Mexico.  We  were  visit- 
ing the  one  and  only  parish 
there  as  part  of  a tour  of  the 
Diocese  with  the  Pilgrim  Virgin 
statue.  A Spanish  priest  from 


Mexico  City  was  visiting  his 
friend  the  local  pastor  and  he 
told  of  a recent  experience  that 
revealed  first-hand  evidence  of 
the  master-plan.  In  one  of  the 
better  hotels  a big  Convention 
from  the  United  States  was  well 
under  way.  The  organization 
was  one  which  enjoys  consider- 
able prestige  in  many  quarters 
but  one  to  Which  Catholics  may 
not  legitimately  belong.  Yet 
among  the  top  brass  at  this  con- 
vention was  a renegade  Catho- 
lic. He  had  made  his  unhappy 
choice  between  God  and  mam- 
mon and  he  had  gone  places  as 
a result.  He  fell  suddenly  ill 
in  the  hotel  and  a doctor  was 
hastily  summoned  to  his  bed- 
side. A brief  examination  re- 
vealed that  the  illness  was  fatal 
and  that  the  man  had  not  long 
to  live.  As  tactfully  as  possible 
under  the  circumstances  the 
doctor  made  it  known  that  the 
end  was  very  near.  Two  or 
three  days,  he  said,  at  the  most. 
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The  man  grew  panicky.  In 
the  light  of  that  verdict  and  the 
appalling  nearness  of  eternity 
his  earthly  gains,  secured  at  the 
cost  of  the  sacrifice  of  his  reli- 
gious beliefs,  loomed  before  him 
as  small  profit  for  the  loss  of 
his  eternal  soul.  He  sent  for 
one  of  his  intimate  friends  and 
implored  him  to  find  a priest 
right  away  and  while  the  latter 
took  a dim  view  of  this  sudden 
change  of  heart  he  did  set  out  in 
search  of  a padre  who  could 
speak  English.  In  Mexico  City 
this  was  not  an  easy  assignment. 
But  finally  he  came  to  the  rec- 
tory of  the  man  who  was  later 
to  tell  the  story  in  the  little 
Spanish  town.  The  priest  has- 
tened with  his  visitor  to  the 
hotel. 

The  dying  man  had  retained 
sufficient  faith  to  realize  that  he 
must  break  with  the  organiza- 
tion. As  the  priest  expressed  it, 
he  was  finally  “straightened 
out”,  abjured  his  errors  and  re- 
ceived the  last  sacraments. 
Thanking  God  for  this  great 
miracle  of  grace,  the  padre  was 
actually  on  his  way  out  the  door 
when  a frightened  call  from  the 
man  literally  stopped  him  in  his 
tracks.  “For  God's  sake,  Father, 
come  back  here.  I cannot  die 
in  peace  with  this  frightful 
thing  on  my  mind.  If  I thought 
I was  going  to  live  you  would 
never  hear  it  but  now”  ...  he 
hesitated  for  a moment  even 
then.  . . . “ Now  . . . I want 

you  to  tell  the  people  of  the 


United  States  as  fast  as  you  pos- 
sibly can  just  what  is  the  major 
plank  in  our  platform  for  1953.” 
(This  was  in  December,  1952) . 
“It  is  the  moral  degradation  of 
the  youth  of  America.  We  have 
gone  into  the  subject  well  and 
we  plan  to  achieve  this”  (listen) 
“through:  1.  The  movies.  2. 

The  cheap  sex  literature.  3. 

The  sex  and  horror  ‘comic’ 
books.  4.  Last,  but  by  no 

means  least,  the  television .” 

# * # 

Our  readers  will  readily  agree 
as  to  the  deadly  effectiveness  of 
the  first  three  media  as  instru- 
ments of  moral  degradation. 
But  they  may  not  go  along  with 
this  television  idea.  They  may 
wonder  why  it  should  have 
been  selected  as  a means  of  de- 
stroying the  moral  fibre  of  the 
youth  of  the  nation.  Suppose 
we  let  the  dying  man  explain. 
The  words  will  not  be  verbatim 
but  only  as  I recall  their  re- 
telling that  December  day  in 
the  little  New  Mexico  town. 

“You  see,  father,”  he  went  on, 
“we  dare  not  yet  go  too  far  on 
T.V.  It  is  not  as  IMMEDIATE- 
LY effective  as  either  the  comics 
or  the  sex  literature  but  we  have 
a vastly  wider  audience  and  it 
constitutes  our  best  approach  to 
millions  of  children.  Our  plan 
is  to  encourage  pictures  that 
are  amoral  if  not  downright  im- 
moral, harmless  to  a degree,  if 
you  will,  but  calculated  to  ‘take 
over’  the  youthful  mind.  Morn- 
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ing,  noon  and  night,  keep  them 
preoccupied.  Leave  no  room 
for  religion.  Let  their  waking 
and  sleeping  hours  be  filled 
with  thoughts  of  cowboys  and 
murder  and  terror  and,  fante 
de  mieux,  harmless  puppet 
shows  and  innocuous  cartoons. 
Just  crowd  religious  thoughts 
out  of  the  picture.  And  then 
see  that  the  children  are  ‘so- 
phisticated’ far  beyond  their 
years.  The  occasional  intro- 
duction of  ‘daring’  attire  and 
questionable  scenes  will  help 
break  down  their  innate  sense 
of  modesty,  will  pave  the  way 
for  easier  conquests  When  they 
come  of  age.”  . . . The  man 
died  . . . two  days  later  . . . 
and  in  the  “big”  Spanish  town 
the  show  went  on. 

# * # 

I have  thought  — many  a 
time  — of  that  man’s  appraisal 
of  television.  At  the  moment 
I am  not  sure  that  it  isn’t  the 
greatest  menace  of  them  all. 
Young  children  can  be  protected 
from  immediate  deadly  poison. 
Sleeping  pills  and  cyanide  can 
be  kept  out  of  reach  and  the 
same  holds  for  filthy  movies  and 
drug  store  news  stands.  But 
television?  There’s  no  escape. 
It  is  ubiquitous  and  all  per- 
vading. As  far  as  adults  are 
concerned  it  has  written  finis 
to  most  of  the  serious  reading 
and  intelligent  conversation  in 
which  humans  of  living  memory 
once  used  to  indulge.  As  for 
parents,  it  has  resulted  in  all 


too  many  instances  in  the  vir- 
tual abdication  of  all  restraint 
and  authority.  I know  families 
where  the  youngsters  have  made 
it  known  that  meals  are  to  be 
served  in  the  T.V.  room  or 
else.  Or  else  they  don’t  eat. 
Exactly  four  days  ago  my 
cousin’s  little  daughter  aged 
seven  made  a dramatic  entry 
into  the  living  room  and  an- 
nounced to  her  mother,  “That 
does  it.  I’ve  had  enough.  To- 
morrow I sue  for  divorce. 
Mummy,  what’s  a divorce?” 

During  meal  hours,  literally 
from  soup  to  nuts,  it’s  Westerns 
and  gun  play  till  you  can  liter- 
ally see  the  unconscionable  vio- 
lence that  is  being  done  to 
sweet  and  delicate  instincts  of 
innocent  childhood.  The  bad 
man  rolls  down  the  canyon  and 
the  bystander  topples  to  the 
ground  during  the  bank  rob- 
bery and  when  daddy  returns 
from  work  he  is  ordered  by 
junior  aged  four,  in  complete 
cowhand  attire,  to  “stick  ’em 
up”  as  he  enters  the  door.  The 
daughter  of  an  artist  friend  was 
showing  remarkable  progress  in 
her  art  studies  when  along 
came  T.V.  The  child  was  liter- 
ally a prodigy  and  headed  for  a 
promising  artistic  career.  She 
has  just  given  up  art  school. 
She  said  she  couldn’t  be  both- 
ered any  more.  It  left  her  no 
time  for  Western  heroes  and 
looney  tune  cartoons. 

“What  sort  of  land  do  we 
live  in?”  asked  the  dying  and 
broken-hearted  father  of  two 
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young  boys  recently  strangled 
to  death  in  Chicago.  Well  may 
we  ask  the  same  question  as  we 
see  what  is  happening  to  youth 
today.  And  answer  him  in 
death  by  saying  that  we  live  in 
a land  where  the  greatest  treas- 
ure that  this  or  any  other  land 
possesses,  the  souls  of  our  inno- 
cent children,  may  well  be  cor- 
roded and  depraved  AS  PART 
AND  PARCEL  OF  A DIA- 
BOLICAL PLAN  TO  TAKE 
THEM  AWAY  FROM  GOD. 
We  live  in  a land  where  nearly 
twenty  percent  of  teen-agers, 
(1,800,000  out  of  10,000,000  ac- 
cording to  an  F.B.I.  report)  are 
involved  in  crimes  against  per- 
son, that  is,  assault,  violence, 
rape  and  murder.  We  live  in 
a land  which  enjoys  the  great- 
est material  prosperity  and  the 
highest  material  standard  of 
living  the  world  has  ever  known 
but  in  which  expediency  is  fast 
taking  the  place  of  principle 
and  our  civilization  of  “bread 
and  games",  reminiscent  of 
pagan  Rome,  may  well  be  head- 
ing for  destruction. 

# # # 

Are  we  utterly  helpless?  Must 


we  just  sit  idly  by  and  watch 
our  youth  go  down?  The  Tor- 
onto Archdiocesan  Council  of 
the  Catholic  Women’s  League 
of  Canada  is  one  organization 
that  has  taken  up  the  challenge 
and  the  progress  that  has  so 
far  attended  their  campaign 
against  filth  is  one  of  the  most 
encouraging  signs  of  an  awak 
ening  to  the  nature  of  this 
menace.  It  is  most  encourag- 
ing to  note  the  support  and 
cooperation  of  Protestant  and 
Jewish  members  of  the  com- 
munity, in  spite  of  the  hollers 
of  “Liberals”  such  as  Morley 
Callaghan  who  considers  the 
campaign  “a  dangerous  type  of 
censorship  by  pressure  groups” 
and  one  Mr.  William  P.  Jenks, 
a Unitarian  preacher,  who  does 
not  want  “any  kind  of  church 
morals  in  our  society”  and  feels 
that  this  effort  to  save  our  in- 
nocent children  is  “cutting  at 
the  roots  of  free  morality”, 
whatever  that  may  be.  We  take 
off  our  hats  to  the  Toronto 
Archdiocesan  Council  and  wish 
them  every  success  in  their  ef- 
forts to  save  the  youth  of  the 
land. 


+ CATHOLIC  WOMEN  OF  CANADA  + 

Be  UNITED  Be  STRONG  Be  ARTICULATE 
Join  the  Catholic  Women's  League  TODAY  ! 
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The  beginning  of  wisdom 


The  Japanese  school  year 
ends  in  March  and  the  month, 
for  the  most  part,  is  given  over 
to  graduation  exercises  ranging 
from  Kindergarten  to  University 
inclusively.  The  difference  in 
years  and  knowledge  is  exten- 
sive but  the  ceremonies  are  prac- 
tically the  same.  I recently  at- 
tended my  third  graduation 
ceremony  of  the  Kawatana  High 
School  (Senior) . Here,  briefly, 
is  an  account  of  the  morning’s 
procedure.  Promptly  at  nine- 
thirty,  the  hour  scheduled,  the 
Vice-Principal,  in  a loud  and 
clear  voice,  announced  that  the 
ceremony  had  begun.  All  rose 


and  sang  the  National  Anthem. 
Then  the  V.P.  read  congratula- 
tory telegrams  received  from  in- 
terested persons  who  were  un- 
able to  attend.  That  finished, 
he  read  the  list  of  candidates 
who  had  qualified  for  their 
certificates.  Finally,  the  great 
man  himself  arose  and  the  Prin- 
cipal, dressed  in  smartly  pressed 
morning  clothes,  made  a very 
solemn  “procession  of  one”  to 
his  place  on  the  platform.  For 
some  seconds,  it  seemed  min- 
utes, he  stood  rigidly  at  atten- 
tion and  prepared  to  look  the 
situation  over.  Next,  and  with 
well  rehearsed  poise,  he  slowly 
but  momentously  drew  his  in- 
troductory speech  from  an  inner 
pocket  of  his  coat.  The  speeches, 
incidentally,  are  written  verti- 
cally and  from  right  to  left  on  a 
scroll  of  paper  that  may  be 
several  yards  long  and  about  ten 
inches  wide.  As  he  reads,  the 
speech  is  slowly  un-rolled  and 
rests  on  the  floor.  At  the  speech’s 
end,  the  first  student,  represent- 
ing a group,  went  forward  to 
receive  his  own  and  his  class- 
mates’ diplomas. 


Thomas  Morrissey  S.F.M 


A DAY  TO 
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Again,  with  military  preci- 
sion, this  student  advanced  to  a 
position  directly  in  front  of  the 
Principal.  He  turned  to  the 
guests  at  the  Principal’s  right 
and  bowed  from  the  waist  and 
similarly  to  the  teachers  gather- 
ed in  a group  some  distance 
from  the  Principal’s  left.  Now 
came  his  great  moment.  He 
goose-stepped  three  paces,  made 
another  profound  bow  to  the 
Principal,  mounted  two  of  the 
three  steps  leading  to  the  plat- 
form, repeated  the  bow  and 
then  stood  with  arms  stiffly  out- 
stretched and  hands  at  eye-level 
to  receive  the  certificates.  Any 
gift  is  accepted,  usually,  in  the 
right  hand  and  then  brought  to 
the  level  of  the  eyes  as  a sign 
of  respect  to  the  giver.  Our 
student,  having  the  coveted  dip- 
lomas in  his  hands,  made  an- 
other bow  to  the  Principal  and 
slowly  backed  away  from  “the 
presence”.  Arriving  at  his 
original  ‘“forward”  position  he 
repeated  the  bows  that  prefaced 
his  greatest  moment. 

Then  came  speeches  and  more 

Writes  His  Impressions  of 


REMEMBER 


The  end  of  school  days. 


speeches  from  the  honourable 
and  honoured  visitors.  At  the 
last  came  the  Japanese  Farewell 
Song.  This  Japanese  song  is  a 
translation  of  Auld  Lang  Syne 
and  set  to  the  same  music.  A 
distinctive  feature  in  the  singing 
was  the  students’  standing  at 
attention  with  faces  utterly  de- 
void of  the  least  semblance  of 
emotion.  It  was  splendidly  sung 
and  at  its  end  the  V.P.  an- 
nounced that  the  ceremony  was 
concluded  and  that  honourable 
guests  would  take  lunch  at  the 
school. 
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KNOW  COMMUN 
NO  COMMUF 


by  CECELIA  WALLACE 


TN  a Communist  book  store 
in  Toronto  a yellow  leaflet 
prominently  displayed  bears  in 
large  type  the  words  “Knowl- 
edge is  A Mighty  Weapon.”  It 
contains  a description  of  Soviet 
publications  available  in  Can- 
ada and  surrounding  it  are 
shelves  of  books  designed  to 
appeal  to  all  age  levels— from 
brightly  coloured  picture  books 
for  four  yea*  olds  to  thick 
volumes  of  Marxist  philosophy. 
Upwards  of  five  hundred  titles 
are  displayed,  most  of  them  sell- 
ing at  low  prices,  obviously 
much  below  cost. 

Close  examination  reveals  sur- 
prising differences  between 
them  and  the  general  run  of 
books  at  an  average  book  store. 
For  one  thing,  there  is  a total 
absence  of  comic  books,  and 
none  of  the  books  and  maga- 
zines contains  displays  of  sex. 
Instead  there  is  a heavy  em- 
phasis on  the  need  for  Com- 


munists in  Canada  to  acquire 
education  and  culture— to  be- 
come interested  in  art  and 
science,  politics  and  world 
affairs,  and  to  view  all  of  these 
in  the  light  of  Marxist  phil- 
osophy. There  is  also  emphasis 
on  the  need  for  young  Canadian 
Communists  to  become  leaders 
—able  to  use  their  education  to 
convince  the  “working  masses” 
of  the  scientific  truth  of  Marx- 
ism-Leninism. 

A glance  at  a newspaper  de- 
signed to  appeal  to  Canadian 
young  people  revealed  that  it 
was  edited  by  a twenty-three 
year  old  girl,  assisted  by  six 
volunteers  who  were  all  in  their 
early  twenties.  Described  as  “the 
voice  of  y oung  Canada”  the 
paper  was  on  a par  with  most 
adult  publications  and  better 
than  many.  Its  articles  were  not 
confined  to  Canada,  but  were 
world-wide  in  scope.  Such  diver- 
sified topics  as  the  Geneva  con- 
ference, unemployment,  ad- 
vances in  scientific  research, 
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trade  unionism,  nuclear  warfare, 
trade  with  Iron  Curtain  coun- 
tries, and  politics  in  Canada  to- 
day were  presented  to  teen-agers 
as  things  in  which  they  should 
be  either  interested  or  active. 
They  are  instructed  to  continue 
their  education  throughout  life , 
but  always  there  is  the  emphasis 
to  view  everything  in  the  light 
of  Marxist-Leninist  philosophy. 
Moscow,  in  indoctrinating 
Canadians,  has  lain  the  accent 
heavily  on  youth. 

Why  the  emphasis  on  phil- 
osophy? I found  the  answer  in 
a book  entitled  “A  Textbook  of 
Marxist  Philosophy”  currently, 
according  to  the  foreword,  being 
used  in  Soviet  schools.  Here  is 
what  it  said:  — 

“We  are  now  in  a position 
to  see  why  such  practical  people 
as  the  Russian  communists  are 
deeply  concerned  about  phil- 
osophy. It  is  frequently  assumed 
that  a practical  man  can  do  very 
well  without  a philosophy,  that 
the  religious  and  metaphysical 


beliefs  of  a scientist  or  a politi- 
cian have  no  kind  of  relation  to 
their  life’s  work  and  that  specu- 
lation constitutes  a more  or 
less  leisure-time  occupation  like 
music  or  golf.  But  the  Russian 
knows  that  a man’s  creed  mat- 
ters, that  it  may  be  a positive 
force  behind  exploitation  and 
parasitism  and  that  you  cannot 
destroy  the  social  disease  if  you 
do  not  accompany  your  political 
and  industrial  measures  with 
the  refutation  of  capitalist  phil- 
osophy and  the  propagation  of 
an  alternative.  It  is  for  this 
reason  that  scholarship  plays 
such  an  important  part  in 
Russia  to-day.  In  every  higher 
technical  school,  institute  and 
university,  philosophy  is  a com- 
pulsory subject  in  the  curricu- 
lum. Works  chemists,  textile  en- 
gineers, agricultural  experts  and 
school  teachers  are  thoroughly 
trained  in  philosophy.  They 
know  the  fallacies  of  the  system 
they  repudiate  and  they  have  a 
system  of  their  own  to  be  ‘the 
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Want  to  be  Spiritually 

AWAKE? 

BRIGHT? 

CHEERFUL? 

Then  see  the  Life  of  Christ  vividly 
dramatized  in  the  truly  great  film 

Upon  This  Rock 

It’s  in  It’s  in 

COLOR  SOUND 

(running  time:  ninety  minutes) 
ARRANGE  YOUR  SHOW  NOW 


Fatima  Pilgrimage 

• Learn  why  our  Lady 
appeared  to  three  chilren 
at  Fatima. 

• See  the  mountain  country- 
side she  chose  to  come  to. 

• Hear  the  facts  of  her  warn- 
ing about  Russian  in  its 
role  as  scourge  of  God. 

Don’t  miss  this  half-hour  story 
filmed  in  color  and  described  by 
Bob  Considine  and  Clare  Boothe 
Luce,  two  outstanding  narrators. 
For  Information  and  Bookings  write 
to: 

REV.  R.  ROBERTS,  S.F.M. 

60  Crescent  Rd. 

Toronto  5,  Ont. 


master  light  of  all  their  seeing’. 
This  will  occasion  surprise  in 
those  who  have  always  under- 
stood that  the  first  principle  of 
Soviet  philosophy  was  the  econo- 
mic determination  of  ideas.  But 
although  no  creed  comes  into 
existence  as  a mere  development 
of  thought  and  out  of  all  rela- 
tion to  social  needs,  yet  once  a 
creed  is  born  it  has  an  activity 
and  force  of  its  own.  If  it  is 
believed  it  will  help  to  perpet- 
uate the  social  system  to  which 
it  belongs;  if  it  is  overthrown, 
one  of  the  buttresses  of  that 
system  will  be  taken  away. 
Therefore  the  Russian  is  in- 
clined to  believe  with  Chester- 
ton that  ‘the  practical  and  im- 
portant thing  about  a man  is 
his  view  of  the  universe’.” 

Now  what  problem  does  this 
pose  for  Catholics?  The  answer 
is  given  by  the  Marxists  them- 
selves in  the  last  paragraph  of 
this  quote.  “If  it  is  believed,  it 
will  help  to  perpetuate  the 
social  system  to  which  it  be- 
longs; if  it  is  overthrown,  one 
of  the  buttresses  of  that  system 
that  comes  from  it  will  be  taken 
away.  In  other  words,  following 
the  logic  of  the  Marxists,  if 
more  of  us  become  capable  of 
exposing  the  fallacies  of  Com- 
munism to  the  Communist  we 
will  have  gone  a long  way  to- 
wards destroying  it. 

Here  is  a challenge  to  the 
Catholic  scholar  and  to  all  will- 
ing to  become  scholars.  As  yet, 
far  too  few  of  us  understand 
and  appreciate  Catholic  phil- 
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osophy  which  has  such  great 
power  not  only  to  expose  the 
fallacies  of  Marxism  but  to  des- 
troy them.  The  content  of  this 
philosophy  must  become  part 
and  parcel  of  the  well-informed 
Catholic  so  that,  as  St.  Paul 
counsels,  he  may  be  able  to  give 
a reason  for  the  Faith  that  is 
in  him. 

Communists  not  only  know 
what  they  believe,  they  know 
why  they  believe  it,  and,  judg- 
ing by  the  success  they  have  had 
in  spreading  their  doctrine 
throughout  the  world,  they 
know  how  to  convince  other 
people  of  it,  too. 

The  war  with  Communism, 
for  a while  at  least  will  con- 
tinue to  be  an  ideological  war 
fought  with  the  weapons  of 
propaganda.  Only  those  who 
know  what  the  basic  principles 
of  Communism  as  expounded  in 
Marxist  philosophy  are  and  the 
answers  to  them  (and  the  only 
answers  are  Catholic  ones)  will 
be  able  to  stand  up  against  the 
tidal  wave  of  duplicity  which 
Russia  has  unleashed  upon  the 
West. 

The  whole  answer  to  Com- 
munsim  does  not  lie  in  merely 
destroying  its  beliefs.  They  must 
be  supplanted  by  an  active  and 
living  faith,  the  true  faith  of 
Catholicism,  practised  by  those 
who  profess  it.  But  part  of  the 
answer  lies  in  more  Catholics 
knowing  more  about  Commun- 
ism than  the  Communists. 
Truly,  as  they  say,  “Knowledge 
is  a mighty  weapon.” 


HOW 

WHEN 

WHERE 

is  Christ’s  visible  head  on 
earth  chosen  for  this  supreme 
office? 

to  get  the  answers 
LOOK  AT  — LISTEN  TO  — 
LEARN  FROM 

The  Secret  Conclave 

(timed  for  sixty  minutes) 
THRILLING!  HEART-STIRRING! 
AUTHENTIC! 

Not  a dry  array  of  details  but  the 
story  of  a cobbler’s  son  who  became 
Pope  Pius  X and  Saint  of  God. 
NOW  READY  FOR  BOOKINGS 


Never  Take  No 

For  An  Answer 

• The  G.I.  who  spoke  of 
courage! 

• The  boy  who  remembered 
Him! 

• The  mule  that  started  the 
trouble! 

This  is  Paul  Gallico  at  his  best. 
For  ninety  entertainment-filled 
minutes  you  will  laugh  and  cry  over 
Peppino’s  attempts  to  get  the  Holy 
Father’s  help  for  Violetta,  his  sick 
mule. 

For  information  and  bookings  write 
to: 

REV.  R.  ROBERTS,  S.F.M. 

60  Crescent  Rd. 

Toronto  5,  Ont. 
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SOULS 

ARE 

WHERE 

YOU 

FIND 

THEM 

by  LAWRENCE  BEAL,  S.F.M. 


She  was  afraid  of  evil  spirits. 


Back  in  the  good  old  days  be- 
fore the  war,  when  a missionary 
could  roam  the  hills  of  Cheki- 
ang with  no  other  identification 
than  his  soutane,  life  was  really 
worth  living.  It  was  my  turn  to 
visit  a mountain  village.  An 
old  Christian  met  me  as  I en- 
tered the  little  community.  It 
had  been  some  time  since  a 
priest  last  visited  them.  “How 
long  do  you  plan  on  staying 
with  us?”  they  asked  me.  “For 
a few  days,  just  so  we  can  all 
get  acquainted,”  I replied. 
Right  away  there  was  a problem 
to  be  settled.  Where  would  they 
put  up  the  Father?  One  old 


man  had  a cow-shed  where  a 
shake-down  bed  with  boards  and 
rice  straw  was  fixed  up;  at  least 
it  had  a roof  and  there  would 
be  no  rats  to  disturb  him.  After 
the  evening  meal,  a big  crowd 
assembled  to  have  a look  at  the 
foreign  priest.  I explained  why 
I came  and  gave  them  a short 
instruction  on  some  points  of 
doctrine,  especially  regarding 
confession.  After  a half  hour 
of  preaching,  I turned  the  mat- 
ter over  to  the  catechist  and  re- 
tired to  the  cow-shed. 

Next  morning,  I was  in 
trouble  with  an  old  lady  whose 
lean-to  was , attached  to  the 
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house  where  I had  preached  the 
evening  before.  She  was  put- 
ting up  lighted  josh-sticks  at  the 
door  of  her  shack  to  appease  the 
devil  for  the  outrage  I caused 
last  night.  She  had  heard  me 
talk  about  God;  how  His  only 
Son  has  been  crucified  to  save 
men;  and  about  His  Mother 
Mary  — all  foreigners,  and  not 
one  word  of  praise  for  the  devil. 
She  was  sure  something  terrible 
was  going  to  befall  her  village 
that  day  unless  the  devil  was 
appeased.  “My  good  lady,”  I 
said  to  her,  “come  in  and  assist 
at  Holy  Mass.  Do  as  I told  you 
last  night;  nothing  will  happen 
to  you  or  any  one  else!”  But 
she  refused.  “You  don’t  know 
how  mean  the  devil  can  be  to 
us,’’  she  answered. 


A year  later  I purchased  a 
piece  of  property  on  the  other 
side  of  the  village  and  put  up 
a chapel-school  combination. 


During  the  following  months  I 
instructed  several  groups  of 
young  people  and  prepared 
them  for  baptism.  Now,  believe 
it  or  not,  but  somewhere  within 
ear-shot  was  the  old  lady  listen- 
ing to  the  doctrine;  she  must 
still  have  been  shocked  because 
his  infernal  majesty  came  in  for 
some  scathing  remarks.  She  was 
mystified,  too,  seeing  the  newly- 
baptized  folks  she  knew  from 
babyhood,  living  a happy  and 
unmolested  life  even  though 
they  had  stopped  all  honouring 
of  the  devil  and  performing  of 
superstition. 

About  five  years  after  my  first 
visit,  another  community  farther 
up  the  mountain  asked  me  to 
open  a chapel  and  start  the  re- 
ligion of  the  Lord  of  Heaven.  I 
was  delighted  to  comply  with 
this  request.  Apparently  the  ‘ 
news  made  the  rounds  that  the 
foreign  priest  had  such  author- 


A way-side  restaurant  in  pre-Red  China. 


DO 

YOU 

WANT 

DIAMONDS 

? 

JUST  DO  THIS: 

1.  Send  us  anything  with  gold 
or  silver  in  it. 

2.  Tell  us  it  is  for  Mission  work. 

These  metals  will  be  ex- 
changed for  diamonds  set  in  a 
beautiful  crown  and  given  to 
you  when  you  arrive  in  Heaven. 

Arrange  It  Now  Through 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


ity  that  even  the  devil  was  ren- 
dered powerless.  So  they  all 
decided  in  favour  of  the  Lord 
of  Heaven.  So  back  I went  to 
the  owner  of  the  cow-shed.  He 
and  his  friends  came  together 
when  they  heard  I was  leaving 
to  open  another  mountain 
chapel,  and  invited  me  to  have 
my  last  supper  with  them.  My 
sacristan  brought  along  about 
one  pound  of  ham  from  my  pro- 
visions. The  aroma  of  the  fry- 
ing ham  permeated  the  shack 
of  my  old  lady  friend  who  came 
to  inquire  why  there  was  to  be 
a banquet  that  night.  They 
told  her  that  since  I was  leaving 
the  next  day  after  breakfast,  this 
was  to  be  a testimonial  supper 
in  my  honour.  “All  my  life  I 
have  longed  to  taste  a piece  of 
Chingwha  ham,”  she  sighed, 
“but  it  is  dear  and  my  spare 
money  must  go  for  josh-sticks 
to  appease  his  infernal  majes- 
ty.” At  this  point  she  bent  over 
the  frying  pan  and  breathed 
deep,  but  deep,  of  the  mouth- 
watering smell  and  then  stum- 
bled out.  Poor  soul!  I called 
to  her  to  bring  me  a bowl  into 
which  I put  four  pieces  of  meat 
telling  her  to  enjoy  them  with 
her  rice.  The  first  smile  in  five 
years  broke  on  her  wrinkled 
face.  She  wanted  to  know  how 
much  rent  God  charged  in 
Heaven  if  she  became  and  died 
a Christian?  Two  months  later 
she  was  baptized  and  within 
five  minutes  she  was  dead  and 
gone  to  God.  • 
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They  love  homeland  as  we  do.  But  beware,  Bulganin  will  snarl  if  we  go  aid  them  free  it! 


MEMO  TO  OTTAWA 


Given  support,  85  per  cent  of 
the  farmers  on  the  Chinese 
mainland  would,  without  a 
second  thought,  rise  up  against 
the  puppet  Peiping  regime  that 
had  turned  them  into  slaves.  Li 
Te-cheng,  one  of  the  leaders  of 
the  anti-Communist  movements 
in  Szechuen  province  in  western 
China,  told  the  Taipei  press  on 
Jan.  16.  He  said  he  had  come 
to  Taiwan  to  make  known  the 
miserable  conditions  on  the 
Chinese  mainland,  the  wide- 
spread smouldering  hatred  be- 
hind the  Iron  Curtain,  and  the 
need  of  outside  moral  and  ma- 
terial support  by  the  millions 
who  were  ready  to  risk  all  to 
fight  the  Communists. 

Li,  a college  graduate  of  30, 
first  took  up  arms  against  the 
Reds  in  Szechuen  in  1950. 


Pressed  by  Red  attacks  and  run- 
ning short  of  ammunition,  he 
and  his  group  went  under- 
ground and  concentrated  on  in- 
filtrating the  Communist  ranks. 
He  was,  however,  caught  by  the 
Reds  in  April  1954  but  man- 
aged to  escape  soon  after.  Five 
members  of  the  group,  including 
himself,  then  resolved  to  seek  aid 
from  free  China  and  started  on 
their  long  trek  in  May  and  June 
1954,  separately.  His  escape  took 
him  to  Burma  where  he  was  in- 
terned. After  protracted  nego- 
tiations between  the  Burmese 
authorities  and  the  Free  China 
Relief  Association,  Li  finally 
found  his  way  to  Taiwan. 

Li  declared  that  he  was  ready 
to  return  to  mainland  China  to 
pursue  underground  work. 

—Chinese  News  Services,  N.Y. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LADGHS 
WITH  YOD 


The  club  members  were  cracking 
jokes.  Williams  asked  if  anyone 
knew  the  difference  between  a Scots- 
man and  a coconut. 

No  one  could  answer.  “Well,” 
said  Williams,  “you  can  get  a drink 
out  of  a coconut.” 

“Pardon  me,”  said  a new  member, 
“but  I happen  to  be  a Scotsman. 
Would  you  like  a drink?” 

“Why,  yes,  thank  you,”  replied 
Williams. 

“Then,”  said  the  Scot,  “go  buy 
yourself  a coconut.” 

❖ * ❖ 

A trailer  truck  hauling  a load  of 
new  cars  had  headlight  trouble.  Un- 
able to  correct  the  trouble,  the  driver 
finally  climbed  up  and  turned  on  the 
lights  of  the  front  car. 

Pulling  his  rig  back  on  the  high- 
way the  trucker  saw  an  approaching 
car  suddenly  swerve,  smash  thru  a 
guardrail  and  skid  into  a corn  field. 

He  halted  the  truck,  ran  back  to 
the  overturned  car  and  pulled  out 
two  stunned  but  uninjured  occupants. 

“What  happened?”  demanded  the 
trucker. 

“Well,  as  I was  telling  Ed,”  ex- 
plained the  dazed  motorist,  “if  that 
thing  is  as  wide  as  it  is  high  we’d 
better  get  off  the  road.” 

— United  Mine  Worker  Jnl. 


An  amateur  yatchsman,  who  had 
just  been  initiated  into  the  mysteries 
of  the  art  of  navigation,  suddenly  put 
aside  his  sextant  and  shouted  to  his 
companion,  “Take  off  your  hat.” 

“Why  should  I?”  asked  his  bewil- 
dered friend. 

“Because  according  to  my  calcula- 
tions,” replied  the  yatchtsman,  “we 
are  in  the  center  of  St.  Patrick’s 
Cathedral.” 

— The  Flame 

:js  # 

Back  in  the  days  of  the  Votes  for 
Women  campaign,  an  enthusiastic 
suffragette  was  interviewing  the  wife 
of  a hill  farmer  with  notable  lack  of 
success.  Finally  the  campaign  worker 
exclaimed  in  exasperation,  “But  don’t 
you  want  to  vote?” 

“Good  land,  no,”  said  the  woman. 
“If  there’s  one  little  thing  the  men 
can  do  alone,  for  mercy’s  sake,  let  ’em 
do  it!” 

— Priscilla  Kenneth 

He  4=  * 

An  astronomer  says  that  other 
planets,  outside  of  this  galaxy,  are 
speeding  away  from  the  earth  at  the 
rate  of  several  thousand  mi’s  a min. 
Who  blames  them? 

— Journeyman  Barber 


THIS  IS  NO  JOKE 

In  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  for  February  1956,  we  advertised  the 
film  “Upon  this  Rock”  at  a wrong  rental  rate  of  $10.00  per  showing. 
Please  forgive  us  this  time.  Correct  rates  for  all  our  films  may  be 
obtained  from  Rev.  R.  Roberts,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 

—Editor 
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LEAVE  BEHIND 


9 Hibing  Jffl o n u m e n t ! 


Man’s  yearning  for  immor- 
tality has  a way  of  expressing 
itself  in  monuments  of  marble 
and  metal. 

You  can  leave  behind  a living 
monument  of  flesh  and  blood. 
another  Christ , the  Catholic 
priest. 

At  the  altar  of  God  he  prays 
daily  for  you  and  your  loved 
ones.  Can  you  find  a surer, 
holier  way  to  be  remembered 
when  you  are  gone? 

Leave  behind  a living  monu- 
ment! Prepare  and  sustain  a 
Scarhoro  Missionary  by  means 
of  your  will  thus: 

I BEQUEATH  TO  THE 
SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MIS- 
SION SOCIETY  THE  SUM  OF 
$ 

PUT  IT  IN 
YOUR  WILL 
TODAY! 


— Our  Address  — 


Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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The 

LITTLE  FLOWER’S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Dear  J.  M’ers: 


Let’s  talk  about  the  pagans  this  month.  A pagan,  in  case  you 
don’t  know,  is  one  who  has  not  yet  come  to  know  the  true  God. 
It's  up  to  us— you  and  me— to  help  him  find  God.  Both  of  us  have 
to  be  missionaries  to  do  this. 


You  know  what  a priest-missionary  is.  What,  then,  will  you 
be  called?  You’ll  be  known  as  a lay-missionary,  a person  who  is 
not  Priest,  Brother  or  Sister.  Because  you  are  still  young  I call  you 
Junior  missionaries,  but  your  work  is  most  important. 

Your  duties  as  a lay-missionary  will  be  made  up  of  prayers  and 
offerings  of  money  by  which  your  religious  missionary  will  be  able 
to  work  in  the  homeland  of  the  pagan. 

Although  money  is  necessary,  there  is  something  far  more  so. 
A million  dollars  won’t  make  one  convert!  All  the  money  in  the 
world  won’t  make  one  convert.  The  grace  of  God  makes  converts 
—nothing  else. 

You  Junior  Missionaries  must  win  from  God  grace  after  grace 
after  grace.  You  must  beg  Him,  urge  Him,  coax  Him,  entreat  Him, 
press  Him  to  give  you  graces  for  the  pagans.  But  if  you  do  this 
only  with  words— well,  what  do  you  think?  This  is  where  sacrifices 
come  in,  little  acts  of  love  that  are  not  easy  to  do.  Some  of  them 
are:  getting  up  pronto  when  called  in  the  morning;  no  ducking  of 
house-work;  no  radio  or  television  at  study  time  or  when  your  help 
is  needed.  You  take  it  from  here;  ask  the  little  Voice  inside  you. 
You  see,  the  whole  point  is  this:  if  you  expect  God  to  give  you 
something,  isn’t  it  fair  you  should  give  Him  something  in  return? 
Think  it  over. 


By  the  way,  your  Junior  Missionary  cards  are  ready.  Send  me 
your  name,  age  and  home  address  only. 

God  love  and  bless  you  alk  Father  Jim 
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CHAPTER  TEN 


PRINCE  OF  KABU 

by  PATRICIA  McDONOUGH 


The  great  ox  of  Kabu  did 
many  things  after  he  was  struck 
dumb.  He  never  rested  for  a 
moment  in  his  attempt  to  right 
whatever  wrongs  he  saw  in  the 
village.  He  was  a wonderful 
help  to  his  master,  the  great 
Prince  Joseph. 

One  day,  he  came  to  the  pal- 
ace in  search  of  the  Prince.  No 
one  paid  much  attention  to  him 
since  he  was  only  a dumb  beast. 

“Go  away!”  said  the  guards- 
man, as  he  shut  the  gate  in 
Oxy’s  face,  “and  you'll  stay 
away  if  you  know  what  is  good 
for  you.” 

“For  heaven's  sake,  go  away!” 
ordered  the  colonel  of  the  army 
that  was  standing  guarding  the 
palace  walls. 

“For  heaven's  sake,  go  away!” 
ordered  the  general  of  the  army 
that  was  standing  guarding  the 
palace  walls. 

“For  goodness  sake,  go  away!” 
repeated  the  guard  on  the  out- 
side of  the  gate,  as  he  pushed 
the  ox  aside. 

And  so,  the  ox  moved  further 
and  further  away.  Finally  he 
chose  a very  strategic  spot  and 
made  up  his  mind  that  he 
wouldn’t  move  any  further  until 
he  could  see  the  Prince.  He 
waited  and  waited  for  many 


days,  but  still  there  was  no  sign 
of  Joseph. 

“Good  heavens,”  sighed  the 
general  of  the  army  to  the  guard 
outside  the  gate,  “that  ox  is  still 
there.” 

“Good  heavens,”  repeated  the 
guard  outside  the  gate  to  the 
guard  inside  the  gate,  “that  ox 
is  still  there.” 

“Good  heavens,”  repeated  the 
guard  inside  the  gate  to  the 
first  coachman,  — and  so  on  for 
many  days. 

Even  the  gossips  of  the  palace 
were  hard  at  work  discussing 
what  was  going  on.  Through 
them,  the  Prince  heard  of  Oxy’s 
plight.  He  happened  to  over- 
hear one  of  the  court  ladies 
saying  how  disgraceful  it  was  to 
have  an  ox  as  a guard  for  the 
Palace. 

“What  do  you  mean?”  in- 
quired the  Prince. 

“Why,  haven’t  you  heard  the 
latest  news?”  the  dainty  lady 
hastened  to  ask.  “Oh,  exalted 
Prince,  you  are  far  behind  the 
times.  Just  listen!  She  quickly 
told  him  of  the  beast’s  be- 
haviour. 

“I  must  go  to  Oxy  at  once,” 
exclaimed  the  Prince.  Perhaps 
he  is  in  trouble.” 

“You’ll  stay  right  where  you 
are!”  ordered  the  Emperor. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Twenty-seven 


Prince  Joseph  didn’t  hear  the 
command  of  his  father  since  he 
had  already  darted  out  of  the 
palace  with  the  words  of  the 
gossips  trailing  behind  him.  — 
“imagine  a Prince  waiting  on  a 
beast!” 

The'  Prince  went  straight  to 
the  ox,  and  put  his  arm  around 
him. 

“What  is  wrong  my  friend?” 

Since  the  ox  was  dumb,  he 
couldn’t  answer  this  question, 
so  he  beckoned  the  Prince  to 
follow  him.  Faster  and  faster 
went  the  ox,  and  faster  and 
faster  ran  the  Prince  in  his  foot- 
steps. 

Soon  they  were  at  the  forest. 

“Where  are  you  leading  me?” 
asked  the  Prince,  with  a shade 
of  doubt  in  his  voice. 

The  beast  raised  his  head  and 
pointed  his  nose  toward  the 
brush.  His  sad  eyes  pleaded 
with  the  Prince  to  follow  him. 

Soon,  they  came  to  a clearing 
in  the  brush.  A weak  cry 
sounded  in  the  forest.  It  was 
the  wail  of  a new-born  child. 
Prince  Joseph  rushed  to  the 
child  and  held  him  in  his  arms. 

“Who  could  have  left  their 
own  child  in  these  woods  to 
die?  Who  could  be  so  cruel? 
Tell  me,  Oxy,  are  there  many 
children  left  like  this?” 

The  ox  nodded  his  head,  as 
the  tears  filled  his  eyes. 

“I  must  go  to  the  village  im- 
mediately,” said  the  wise  Prince, 
“and  tell  the  people  to  care  for 
their  children,  not  to  kill  them.” 


The  Prince  carried  the  baby 
back  to  the  palace.  The  child 
was  clothed  and  fed  by  the 
court  ladies,  much  against  their 
wishes. 

Then  the  Prince  addressed  his 
people. 

“What  is  the  reason  for  such 
shameful  treatment  of  your  own 
children?  Why  do  you  leave 
them  to  die?” 

“How  can  we  feed  them?” 
cried  a woman’s  voice.  “They 
might  die  later  on  of  starvation 
or  disease.  Why  shouldn’t  we 
let  them  die  now?” 

“But  this  is  a human  life,” 
replied  the  astonished  Prince. 
“You  never  have  the  right  to 
let  it  die.  This  child  will  grow 
into  a person  just  like  yourself 
later  on.  It,  too,  has  an  immor- 
tal soul,  created  in  time,  born 
in  flesh,  but  destined  for  Eter- 
nity. It  has  a right  to  the  keys 
of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 
Since  God  has  created  this  soul 
for  Himself,  He  will  look  after 
it  in  His  own  way,  until  the 
time  for  the  child  to  die,  by  the 
means  that  God  has  chosen.  My 
people,”  asked  the  Prince,  “have 
you  no  faith  in  your  God?” 

No  one  dared  answer  this 
question,  because  their  hearts 
were  filled  with  shame. 

“If  you  can’t  feed  the  body,” 
continued  the  Prince,  “feed  the 
soul  as  you  would  feed  your  own 
soul,  with  supernatural  fruits. 
Now,  go  to  your  homes  and  look 
after  the  children  that  are  given 
to  you.” 
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JUNIOR  MISSIONARY  LETTERS 


Dear  Father  Jim : 

/ received  your  nice  letter  and 
glad  you  got  my  stamps  as  1 am  still 
picking  them  up  for  you.  I will  have 
some  more  after  the  New  Year. 
Please  send  me  another  mite-box  for 
my  friend. 

Gordon  Kelly, 
Newfoundland. 

Dear  Gordon: 

It  is  very  nice  of  you  to  have 
your  friend  become  interested  in  the 
Missions.  Your  membership  card  will 
be  sent  as  soon  as  they  are  printed. 

Thank  you  for  saving  your  stamps 
and  maybe  you  could  have  some  of 
your  friends  save  them  too. 

God  bless  you, 

As  ever 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim : 

I would  like  to  become  a member 
of  the  “Little  Flower’s  Rose  garden, 
if  I am  not  too  late.  I am  twelve 
years  of  age  and  in  grade  seven. 
Would  you  please  send  me  a mite 
box  to  save  my  pennies  in  for  the 
Missions. 

Yours  truly, 

Agnes  Fogarty, 

Ant.  Co.  N.S. 

Dear  Agnes: 

I am  pleased  to  send  you  a mite 
box.  It  is  very  nice  to  know  that 
you  want  to  make  sacrifices  for  the 
missions.  God  will  bless  you. 

You  will  be  sent  your  membership 
card  as  soon  as  they  are  printed. 

Pray  for  me, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim : 

Will  you  please  send  me  a mite 
box?  I would  like  to  save  my  money 
so  that  it  will  do  some  good  in- 
stead of  ruining  my  eyes,  mind  and 
teeth.  Will  it  also  be  possible  for 
you  to  send  me  the  address  of  some 
boy  in  his  late  teens  in  a foreign 
country,  so  that  I may  correspond 
with  other  countries? 

Thank  you, 

Francis  McPolin, 
Ontario.  ' 


Dear  Francis: 

It  certainly  is  much  more  worth- 
while to  save  your  money  for  the 
Missions  than  to  ruin  your  health 
with  it.  God  bless  you  for  your 
sacrifices.  I am  pleased  to  send  you 
a mite  box. 

Maybe  you  could  interest  some  of 
your  friends  in  the  Missions  also. 
Pray  for  me. 

As  ever, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim : 

I was  reading  the  Scarboro  Mission 
book,  and  l like  it  very  much.  1 
would  like  to  join  the  Junior  Mis- 
sionaries very  much.  Will  you  please 
send  me  a mite  box.  I am  fourteen 
years  old. 

Please  pray  for  me. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Mary  Theresa  Odo, 
Nova  Scotia. 

Dear  Theresa: 

I am  very  pleased  to  send  you  a 
mite  box.  God  will  bless  you  for 
any  sacrifice  you  make  for  the  Mis- 
sions Try  to  interest  some  of  your 
friends  in  the  Junior  Missionaries 
also. 

As  well  as  saving  your  pennies 
also  pray  earnestly  for  the  good 
priests  who  are  working  in  the  mis- 
sion fields. 

Happily  yours, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim  : 

I Mould  like  to  join  the  Junior 
Missionaries.  Could  you  send  me  a 
mite-box?  1 am  six  years  old. 

Sincerely, 

Dorothy  Marie  MacGillivry, 

Nova  Scotia. 

Dear  Dorothy  Marie: 

Certainly  I will  do  as  you  request. 
It  pleases  me  very  much  that  one 
so  young  wishes  to  join  the  Junior 
Missionaries. 

God  bless  you  and  don’t  forget  to 
say  a prayer  for  the  good  priests  who 
are  working  in  the  heathen  lands. 
Your  friend, 

Father  Jim. 
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Go  Slow 


By  JOSEPH  MORIARTY,  S.F.M. 


Our  Bazaar  was  quite  a suc- 
cess this  year  — even  the  weather 
co-operated  for  one  day!  The 
people  of  Georgetown  generally, 
as  well  as  various  firms,  donated 
a number  of  articles.  I,  myself 
alone,  as  someone  used  to  say, 
went  to  the  big  city  and  brought 
back  seven  cartons  of  this  and 
that. 

We  have  finished  painting  the 
church  and  it  has  really  taken 
on  a new  look.  There  hasn’t 
been  a deluge  of  comment  one 
way  or  another.  We  think  it  is 
satisfactory. 

Father  Macintosh  will  de- 
scribe the  Vauxhall  we  use 


around  here.  It  is  quite  a fix- 
ture. No,  I don’t  mean  it  won’t 
run,  but  its  temperament  is 
similar  to  that  of  the  Philippine 
caribou  Father  Dietrich  wrote 
about.  The  other  day  I took  it 
up  one  of  the  dams  on  a com- 
munion call  around  Liverpool 
(Alness) , and  while  I was  at  the 
house  we  had  a heavy  shower  of 
rain.  The  “road”  is  just  a nar- 
row mud  track  built  up  in  the 
centre  and  rounded  off  on  both 
sides,  and  it  is  about  the  width 
of  a Vauxhall!  It  is  bordered 
on  both  sides  by  two  ditches 
well  filled  with  water.  I had 
no  difficulty  getting  up  but  it 
was  a different  story  trying  to 
come  down  from  there.  About 
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from  the  road! 


and  Easy! 


half  way  down  the  Vauxhall 
started  to  head  for  the  ditch.  I 
stopped  as  fast  as  it  was  prudent 
to  do  and  broke  out  in  a cold 
sweat;  I was  even  afraid  to  move 
out  of  the  seat  for  fear  the  least 
motion  would  send  us  all  to  a 
watery  grave.  Finally  a group 
of  people  came  by.  When  they 
saw  the  jam  (mud)  I was  in, 
they  offered  to  push  the  Vaux- 
hall. I was  all  for  giving  them 
the  car  in  return  but  they  pre- 
ferred cash. 

The  rest  of  the  month  was 
spent  in  getting  up  all  hours  of 
the  night  to  ring  the  church 
bell.  Every  time  it  sounded 
new  showers  of  rain  fell  on  us. 
So  much  and  such  early  (4:30 
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a.m.)  bell-ringing  was  necessary 
in  preparation  for  the  usual 
Christmas  novena.  But  even 
slushing  about  knee-deep 
through  mud  and  water  couldn’t 
keep  many  away. 

I was  delighted  to  hear  our 
Father  Editor  received  a port- 
able typewriter  in  answer  to  his 
special  request.  It  just  goes  to 
show  people  like  to  do  some- 
thing definite  once  in  a while. 
Now,  if  he  would  tell  the  folks 
what  a crying  need  we  have  for 
a sturdy  car  ...  I must  write 
and  ask  him. 

Best  wishes  to  all  there  and 
remember  to  keep  us  in  your 
Masses  and  prayers. 
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UP  THERE  -A.  IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


THE  S.F.M.  ANNUITY  PLAN 


Saves  you  from  all  bother- 
some money  worries. 

Forwards  you  a monthly 
cheque  without  fail. 

Means  helping  both  your- 
self and  the  missions. 


Here  is  the  plan  by  which  you  can 
help  our  Society  in  the  way  you 
have  always  wanted  to  — simply, 
quietly  effectively.  It  is  the  HAPPY 
way  of  doing  a blessed  service  to 
your  missionaries. 


Prayer-Call  in  a Buddhist  monastery. 
These  Monks  are  good  men  and  to  them 
also  knowledge  of  the  Gospel  Truths 
must  be  brought. 


Send  today  for  complete  information  to 
SCARBORO  MISS0ONS 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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RT.  REV.  MONSIGNOR  J.  M.  FRASER.  S.F.M..  P.A. 


Fatima  Pilgrimage 

(May  Special) 

• Learn  why  our  Lady 
appeared. 

• See  the  mountain  country- 
side she  chose  to  come  to. 

• Hear  the  facts  of  her  warn- 
ing about  Russia. 

Don’t  miss  this  half-hour  story 
filmed  in  color  and  described  by 
Bob  Considine  and  Clare  Boothe 
Luce,  two  outstanding  narrators. 

Never  Take  No 

For  An  Answer 

• The  G.I.  who  spoke  of 
courage! 

• The  boy  who  remembered 
him ! 

® The  mule  that  started  the 
trouble! 

This  is  Paul  Gallico  at  his  best. 
For  ninety  entertainment  - filled 
minutes  you  will  laugh  and  cry  over 
Peppino’s  attempts  to  get  the  Holy 
Father’s  help  for  Violetta,  his  sick 
mule. 


Want  to  be  Spiritually 

AWAKE? 

BRIGHT? 

CHEERFUL? 

Then  see  the  Life  of  Christ  vividly 
dramatized  in  the  truly  great  film 

Upon  This  Rock 

It’s  in  It’s  in 

COLOR  SOUND 

(running  time  : ninety  minutes) 


HOW 

WHEN 

WHERE 

is  Christ’s  visible  head  on 
earth  chosen  for  this  supreme 
office? 

to  get  the  answers 
LOOK  AT  — LISTEN  TO  — 
LEARN  FROM 

The  Secret  Conclave 

(timed  for  sixty  minutes) 

THRILLING!  HEART-STIRRING! 
AUTHENTIC! 

Not  a dry  array  of  details  but  the 
story  of  a cobbler’s  son  who  became 
Pope  Pius  X and  Saint  of  God. 


— Address  all  enquiries  — 

REV.  R.  ROBERTS,  60  CRESCENT  RD.,  TORONTO  5,  ONT. 
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EDITORIAL 


“The  Catholic  Press  would  be  more  effec- 
tive today  if  it  engaged  a little  more  in 
controversy  on  debatable  subjects.  . • . 
Its  columns  would  attract  more  interest  if 
it  were  a bit  more  daring  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  problems  of  our  times  that 
are  debatable.”  Cardinal  Stritch 


If  ever  there  was  a time  in  history  when  every  Catholic  writer 
must  be  alert  and  courageous  that  time  is  now ! Militant  atheism 
today  is  not  content  to  attack  this  or  that  point  of  Christian  Doctrine; 
the  whole  weight  of  its  vicious  onslaught  is  against  the  very  idea  of 
God  and  Truth. 

To  fight  back,  it  is  necessary  that  every  unit  of  the  Catholic  Press 
take  an  active  part.  And  that  applies  to  mission  magazines  as  well. 
The  extent  of  the  participation  of  each  will  depend  on  factors 
peculiar  to  each  publication,  but  participate  they  must. 

Scarboro  Missions  and  its  readers  are  fortunate  indeed  in  having 
a columnist  of  the  calibre  of  Monsignor  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A.  who 
writes  a monthly  article  under  the  heading  of  “From  the  Crow's 
Nest”.  No  man  living  will  ever  write  something  with  which  everyone 
will  agree,  but  the  great  majority  of  our  readers  know  that  whatever 
Monsignor  writes  is  written  honestly,  and  as  factually  as  he  can  make 
it.  When  quoting  authorities  for  statements  he  makes,  we  may  be 
certain  that  he  has  satisfied  his  own  mind  as  to  their  competency. 

To  insist,  as  some  who  have  taken  exception  to  his  article  on 
Fluoridation  seem  to  insist,  that  he  must  make  experiments  in  fluori- 
dation himself  before  arriving  at  a conclusion  on  the  matter,  is  just 
plain  silly.  We  all  call  on  authority  to  substantiate  at  least  some 
of  our  claims. 

We  hope  we  have  done  what  we  set  out  to  do  viz.  help  more 
people  realize  that  there  are  very  definite  and  authoritative  opinions 
against  Fluoridation  for  reasons  of  health  and  security. 

For  our  part  we  think  it  wise  in  this  instance  to  heed  an  old 
adage:  when  experts  disagree,  let  the  public  beware! 

Those  who  are  interested  in  all  such  experiments  will  find  guid- 
ance in  an  address  by  Pope  Pius  XII  on  September  14,  1952  when 
he  spoke  on  the  theme  “The  Moral  Limits  of  Medical  Research  and 
Treatment.”  He  spoke  to  the  delegates  attending  the  First  Inter- 
national Congress  on  the  Histopathology  of  the  Nervous  System. 
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LEST  WE  FORGET 

AN  EYE-WITNESS  ACCOUNT  OF  THE 
TORTURE-TRIAL  OF  BISHOP  KIONG 


(Fides)  Jan.  28  — 1956 


FOREWORD 

After  you  have  read  this  — and  we  feel  you  will  have  the  courage 
to  do  so  — get  down  on  your  knees  and  with  us  say  a fervent  prayer 
to  God  that  when  our  turn  comes  we  may  have  the  strength  of  soul 
to  oppose  every  wile  and  bear  up  under  every  pain  the  forces  of  Evil 
may  use  against  us.  Our  turn  will  come  unless  . . . unless  our  blessed 
Lady  finds  her  “sufficient  number.”  Are  you  of  it? 


A public  trial  about  which  the 
Communist  press  has  as  yet  not 
made  mention  has  been  brought 
to  our  knowledge  by  reliable 
witnesses.  It  was  the  trial  of  the 
Most  Reverend  Ignatius  Kiong, 
Bishop  of  Shanghai,  who  was 
arrested  during  the  night  of 
September  8th  to  9th. 

At  the  end  of  September,  sev- 
eral weeks  after  his  imprison- 
ment, the  bishop  was  taken  in  a 
police  vehicle  to  the  College  of 
Zi  Ka  Wei  where  an  estimated 
4,000  persons,  mostly  Catholics 
of  Zi  Ka  Wei  and  Catholic  stu- 
dents, were  already  assembled. 
Upon  arrival,  the  bishop,  dress- 
ed only  in  Chinese  undercloth- 
ing without  robe  or  cassock,  his 


hands  tied  behind  his  back,  was 
obliged  to  mount  the  platform. 
Standing,  he  had  to  listen  to 
endless  accusations  that  were 
made  against  him  by  the  com- 
missaries of  the  people.  He  was 
then  shoved  in  front  of  a micro- 
phone where  he  was  evidently 
expected  to  acknowledge  his 
“crimes”  and  humiliate  himself 
in  the  face  of  his  Christian  flock. 

Three  times  that  microphone 
carried  the  bishop’s  words  “Long 
live  Christ  the  King.”  He  had 
no  other  words  to  say  and  as  his 
voice  resounded  through  the 
vast  courtyard  the  electrified 
throng  answered  “Long  live  our 
bishop.”  They  were  not  able  to 
make  the  third  response  before 
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the  guards  pounced  upon  their 
prisoner,  twisted  his  arms  and 
forced  him  into  the  police  car 
and  brought  him  back  to  prison. 

As  we  go  to  press  we  received 
the  following  further  informa- 
tion about  Bishop  Kiong. 

“I  am  well  but  my  heart  is 
not  strong.  A few  days  ago  I 
almost  fainted  after  I had  con- 
templated Christ,  in  the  person 
of  one  of  His  faithful,  during 
His  passion  of  three  hours  when 
the  throng  shouted  ‘Away  with 
Him,  Away  with  Him.’  I con- 
templated the  gentleness  of  the 
sufferer;  no  words  crossed  his 
lips.  Toward  the  end  I noticed 
that  he  placed  his  hand  upon  his 
heart.  At  that  moment  my  own 
heart  was  beating  so  hard  that 
my  whole  body  trembled.  I 
prayed  with  all  my  heart  ‘O 
God,  Strength  and  Light  and 
Courage.’  He  remained  faithful 
to  the  end.  It  was  a seminarian 
who  read  (the  accusations)  and 
there  were  four  others  at  his 
side.  Also  three  Sisters.  These 
unfortunates  were  broken  in 
spirit  after  prison  experience  and 
they  said  things  before  the  as- 
sembled throng,  things  never 
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heard,  things  that  one  would 
never  want  to  hear.  Oh,  this 
trial  is  something  terrible.” 

Thus  we  learn  from  a person 
who  was  obliged  to  be  present 
that  Bishop  Kiong  of  Shanghai 
was  subjected  to  a second  Peo- 
ple’s Trial  in  early  January.  The 
bishop,  who  was  arrested  during 
the  night  of  September  8 th  and 
9th,  1955,  was  brought  to  such 
a trial,  for  the  first  time  in  the 
courtyard  of  Zi  Ka  Wei  College 
at  the  end  of  September  at  which 
time  the  throng  acclaimed  him 
when  he,  instead  of  admitting 
supposed  crimes,  cried  out  three 
times  ‘Long  live  Christ  the 
King.’ 

Precautions  were  taken  to  pre- 
vent such  an  incident  at  the 
second  trial.  These  public  trials 
are  part  of  the  ordinary  psycho- 
logical process  of  Red  torturers 
in  their  effort  to  madden  their 
victims  who  must  be  brought  to 
the  conviction  that  they  are  en- 
tirely alone  and  that  the  entire 
world  accuses  them.  These  trials 
are  usually  accompanied  by 
shouts  for  punishment,  for  death. 
The  writer  knows  people,  who 
after  several  hours  of  such  fright- 
ful torment,  lost  their  reason. 


Price  $2,00  postpaid 


HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE? 

At  Fatima  our  Lady  told  us  we  will  have  peace  if  enough  people 
will  co-operate  with  her  in  making  amends  to  the  wounded  Heart  of 
her  divine  Son.  ‘‘Her  Plan  For  Peace”  explains  this  mission  and 
your  part  in  it.  Get  your  copy  now! 

— Order  from  — 
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The  spirit  of  St.  Paul  continues  to  walk 
this  earth  in  the  person  of  the  Catholic 
missionary.  This  short  story  by  Father 
MacNeil,  S.F.M.,  gives  us  some  idea  of 
hazards  that  can  make  missioning  in  the 
Philippines  quite  a thrill.  A "bario",  by 
the  way,  is  a term  for  village. 


RODERICK  MACNEIL,  S.F.M. 


BARIO 

BOUND 


I had  a jaunt  to  a bario  the 
other  day.  First  let  me  tell  you 
that  we  had  just  been  hit  by 
the  tail  of  a typhoon,  and  when 
you  have  a typhoon  by  the  tail, 
things  happen.  Banana  trees 
were  knocked  over  and  a lot  of 
nuts  were  shaken  out  of  the 
cocoanut  trees.  Since  we  had 


no  sun  for  four  days,  mould  be- 
gan to  spread  over  everything; 
clothes  seemed  to  get  wet  just 
by  hanging  on  a nail  in  the 
room. 

Some  little  time  before  break- 
fast a girl  came  to  get  a priest 
for  her  mother  who  was  dying. 
We  went  as  fast  as  the  irregular 
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bus  service  would  permit  and  it 
was  ten  o’clock  in  the  morning 
before  I completed  preparing 
the  sick  person  for  death.  Get- 
ting back  to  my  mission  head- 
quarters was  quite  another 
matter. 

Three  or  four  busses  and 
trucks  passed  me  before  one 
stopped.  It  was  loaded  with 
workmen  and  copra.  By  good 
luck  I managed  to  squeeze  in 
and  away  we  went.  We  came  to 
a river.  The  men  crossed  over 
and  back  on  foot  moving  big 
stones  out  of  the  way  thus  en- 
abling the  truck  to  get  through 
even  though  the  water  was  up 
over  the  axles.  We  made  sev- 
eral such  crossings  but  finally 
arrived  at  one  river  that  was 
impassable.  Everyone  includ- 
ing myself  headed  for  the  neigh- 
bouring houses  and  settled  down 
as  comfortably  as  possible.  But 
I could  not  wait  too  long;  I had 
to  get  back  to  the  church  for 
other  business.  I waded  the 
river  with  the  churning  water 
up  to  my  pockets.  I held  the 
sick-call  kit  in  one  hand  and 
my  shoes  in  the  other  and 
draped  my  soutane  around  my 
neck.  The  water  tumbled  the 
stones  under  my  feet  so  that  I 
slid  down  stream  as  well  as 
across.  However,  in  spite  of 
cocoanuts  bouncing  off  my  legs, 
floating  debris  swirling  around 
my  waist  and  a million  pebbles 


bouncing  off  my  toes  I managed 
to  cross  safely.  But  I was  far 
from  home  still;  I arrived  at 
another  river  and  one  look  told 
me  I had  no  chance  of  even 
swimming  across  it.  Anyway, 
I’ve  never  learned  to  swiml  It 
was  flowing  between  twenty  and 
thirty  miles  an  hour;  its  banks 
were  caving  in  continually.  But, 
on  the  other  side  of  that  river 
was  a bus  that  could  take  me 
home.  I just  had  to  get  to  it. 

I managed  to  find  a man  with 
a boat;  it  is  called  a bareto.  It 
is  made  of  woven  stuff  (like  that 
used  for  Indian  baskets)  and  is 
made  waterproof  with  tar.  Being 
only  eight  or  nine  inches  in  the 
beam,  it  is  balanced  with  little 
bamboo  outriggers.  One  doesn't 
actually  get  into  it  but  sits  on 
the  two  sides  at  once  with  feet, 
one  in  front  of  the  other,  resting 
on  the  bottom.  With  him 
paddling  and  me  bailing,  and 
after  going  about  a half  mile 
down  stream,  we  were  able  to 
cross  the  mouth  of  the  river. 
Here  the  sea  was  all  red,  caused 
by  the  colour  of  the  soil  that  the 
river  swept  into  it. 

My  ferry-man  did  not  want  to 
accept  any  payment  but  I man- 
aged to  make  him  take  a few 
centavoes.  It  was  five  o’clock 
before  I arrived  home  tired  and 
wet  but  very  happy  that  I was 
able  to  bring  comfort  to  a dying 
soul. 
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“The  Pope,  in  a speech  released  today,  asserted  the  right  for 
Catholic  priests  to  pronounce  on  social  and  political  problems  which 
undoubtedly  come  within  the  moral  sphere.  War,  conscientious 
objection,  totalitarianism,  secular  schools  and  the  secular  state  were 
such  issues,  he  told  an  assembly  of  Cardinals  and  Bishops  yesterday. 
The  Pontiff  said,  (We  must  take  an  open  and  firm  stand  against  the 
error  of  trying  to  restrain  the  Church  from  all  undertakings  and 
business  which  concern  life  as  it  is  really  conducted’” 

(Vatican  City,  November  3,  1954  — Reuters) 


THE  FALLACY  OF  FLUORIDATION 

1.  The  Claims  of  its  Proponents  are  Faulty 

The  fluoridation  cause  was  given  great  impetus  through  circula- 
tion of  a story  that  in  Deaf  Smith  County,  Texas  there  was  “a  town 
without  a toothache”  where  dental  decay  among  children  was  virtu- 
ally unknown.  We  did  not  hear  much  about  the  fact  that  Sodium 
Fluoride,  the  poisonous  commercial  waste  product  injected  into 
water  supplies,  is  85  times  as  toxic  as  the  Calcium  Fluoride  found 
naturally  in  the  water  of  this  and  other  towns  (Indus,  and  Engineer- 
ing Chemistry,  July  ’34,  p.791)  nor  about  the  statement  of  Dr.  G.  W. 
Heard,  one-time  lone  dentist  of  this  wonder  town,  to  the  effect  that 
he  had  been  widely  misquoted.  There  are  now  three  dentists  — 
working  overtime  — in  “the  town  without  a toothache”  and  some  wag 
has  suggested  that  it  will  soon  be  “a  town  without  a tooth.”  (Capsule 
News,  Wash.,  D.C.,  Feb.  4,  ’56)  One  p.p.m.  (part  per  million)  is 
supposedly  the  safe  dosage  yet  Dr.  Waldbott,  F.A.C.P.,  F.A.C.A., 
F.A.A.A.  of  Detroit  states  that  “according  to  dental  research  authori- 
ties, mottling  of  the  tooth  occurs  at  0.7  p.p.m.  and  a mottled  tooth  is 
a poisoned  tooth.  Therefore,  how  can  the  concentration  of  1 p.p.m. 
be  called  ‘safe’?” 
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2.  It  is  Causing  and  Aggravating  Disease,  Especially  in  Adults 

1.  “Sodium  Fluoride  is  a general  protoplasmic  poison”.  2.  “It  is 
toxic  to  nerves.”  3.  “Damaging  to  the  brain  and  nerve  cells.”  4. 
“Creates  a high  incidence  of  bone  fractures.”  5.  “Affects  the  thyroid 
gland  and  damages  the  liver.”  (Taken  from  59  similar  quotations 
from  physicians,  dentists  and  scientists,  83rd  Congress  Hearings  on 
H.R.  2341,  “A  bill  to  protect  the  public  health  from  the  dangers  of 
fluorination  of  water”,  May  25  to  27,  1954,  pages  232-233.)  (Names 
in  the  public  record.)  . . . “Considering  the  infinitesimal  amount  of 
Fluoride  added  to  drinking  water  and  its  reaction  upon  tooth 
enamel,  the  hardest  structure  of  the  human  anatomy,  we  wonder 
what  must  be  its  reaction  upon  the  less  dense  structures  of  the  body.” 
(N.Y.  Dentist  who  requests  anonymity.)  . . . “A  most  disconcerting 
fact ...  is  the  death  of  a young  Texan  soldier  from  drinking  Fluoride- 
containing  water  as  reported  by  Drs.  Linsman  and  Murray.  It  is 
interesting  to  observe  how  this  established  fact  is  being  side-stepped.” 
(Nat.  Fluoridation  News,  2930  W.  Grand  Blvd.,  Detroit,  June,  ’55.) 

. . . “Another  well  substantiated  case,  severe  brain  damage,  convul- 
sions from  drinking  Saginaw  water.  STOP.  Thorough  investigation 
including  exploratory  brain  surgery.  STOP.  Patient  continued  to 
eliminate  4 mgs.  daily  of  retained  fluorine  two  months  after  fluorida- 
tion discontinued.”  (Telegram  to  the  American  Medical  Ass’n.  from 
Dr.  Waldbott  Jan.  10,  ’55.)  . . . “In  June,  1953  Mrs.  F.  Zwerling 
came  to  my  office  with  a very  distressing  dermatitis  of  the  whole 
body,  a badly  cracked  and  swollen  tongue,  painfully  inflamed  inner 
cheeks  and  deep  cracks  at  either  corner  of  the  mouth.  When  reme- 
dies prescribed  failed  to  relieve,  she  discontinued  drinking  the  city 
water  and  in  a few  days  the  mouth  conditions  were  healed.  The 
natural  conclusion  was  that  perhaps  discontinuing  bathing  in  the 
city  water  might  relieve  the  general  dermatitis.  This  proved  to  be 
true.  You  can  imagine  the  plight  of  this  woman  as  she  is  deprived 
entirely  of  the  use  of  city  water.”  (Letter  of  Dr.  A.  R.  Gould,  291 
Geary  St.,  San  Francisco  to  City  Water  Dept.  May  5,  ’53.) 

I do  not  have  to  “imagine”  the  plight  of  several  families  who 
have  written  to  tell  me  that  they  are  obliged  to  buy  pure  water  at  an 
average  cost  of  $250.00  a year  (one  woman  for  a family  of  17)  be- 
cause of  outbreaks  of  mouth  rash,  dermatitis,  stiffness  of  joints,  which 
disappeared  completely  after  changing  to  pure  water  and  re-appeared 
when  they  went  back  to  the  fluoridated  city  supply  “just  to  make 
sure”. 

GRAND  RAPIDS  . . . NEWBURGH.  VITAL  STATISTICS 

“The  City-County  Health  Dept,  has  been  allotted  $5000.00  in 
Federal  funds  to  learn  why  death  rate  from  major  diseases  is  higher 
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in  Grand  Rapids  than  throughout  Michigan.”  (Grand  Rapids 
Herald,  July  28,  ’55.)  Grand  Rapids  was  fluoridated  in  1945  . . . 
“LOCAL  HEART  DEATHS  TOP  U.S.”  (Heading  in  Newburgh 
News,  Jan.  27,  ’54)  The  article  says:  “The  heart  deaths  in  Newburgh 
in  the  year  were  equal  to  a rate  of  882  deaths  per  100,000  population. 
This  was  more  than  the  rate  for  the  nation  as  a whole,  507  per  100,- 

000. ”  (This  was  perilously  close  to  double  the  rate  for  the  entire 
nation.)  Nearly  two  years  later  — Dec.  28,  1955  — we  read  in  the 
same  paper:  “According  to  the  American  Heart  Association,  the 
United  States  has  the  highest  death  rate  from  heart  attacks  and 
strokes  of  any  country  in  the  world.  . . . Data  just  released  by  the 
Federal  Government  reveals  that  in  Newburgh  heart  disease  is  the 
greatest  single  threat  to  human  life.” 

The  Methods  of  Compelling  Fluoridation  are  un-American 

“In  what  I had  still  considered  a free  America,  the  platform  of 
the  Seattle  District  Dental  Society  was  denied  to  me  to  speak  against 
fluoridation.  We  heard  speeches  for  fluoridation  at  every  regular 
meeting  from  Dec.,  1951  through  March,  1952.”  (A.  B.  MacWhinnie, 
D.M.D.,  Oral  Hygiene,  Jan.,  ’53)  ...  “I  find  that  as  many  of  those 
interviewed”  (dentists)  “are  opposed  to  the  process  as  favor  it.  I 
also  find  they  live  in  terror  of  being  quoted.  They  tell  me  they  may 
be  brought  up  on  charges.  I find  such  intimidation  unAmerican.” 
(George  Sokolsky,  letter  to  American  Dental  Association  Journal, 
Vol.  50,  p.567,  May,  ’55.)  . . . “It  is  a dangerous  situation  when  pro- 
fessional organizations  and  scientific  publications  deny  the  right  of 
expression  to  any  one  who  holds  a view  contrary  to  the  one  prevail- 
ing among  the  majority.”  (E.  J.  Ryan,  D.D.S.,  Editor,  Oral  Hygiene 
Dec.,  ’53.)  . . . “Truth  will  out,  as  even  those  who  maintain  the 
‘Iron  Curtain’  are  discovering.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  a minimum  of 
harm  will  have  been  done  before  the  ‘Fluorine  Curtain’  has  been 
torn  down  and  the  truth  given  fully  to  the  profession  and  the  pub- 
lic.” (J.  E.  Waters,  D.D.S.,  Dental  Survey,  Vol.  29,  No.  11,  Nov.,  ’53.) 

The  Fluorine  Curtain  has  been  partly  torn  down.  The  minutes 
of  a meeting  that  were  “not  for  distribution”  have  leaked  out.  The 
meeting  was  held  in  Washington,  D.C.  June  6 to  9,  ’51,  attended  by 
Dental  Health  Officers  from  38  States.  Here,  from  the  Congressional 
Hearings,  are  excerpts  from  the  “instructions”  given  that  dis- 
tinguished gathering  by  Dr.  Frank  Bull  of  Madison,  Wisconsin. 

1.  “//  you  can,  keep  fluoridation  from  going  to  a referendum  ” 2. 
“We  have  told  the  public  it  works  so  we  cannot  go  back ” (I  doubt  if 
I have  ever  read  a more  sinister  statement  this  side  of  the  Iron  Cur- 
tain.) 3.  “When  we  are  having  the  press  in  don’t  have  anybody  on 
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the  program  who  is  going  to  oppose  us.”  4.  “When  they  get  through 
adding  up  the  percentages  of  decay  that  we  can  reduce  by  such 
methods  we  end  up  in  a minus.  When  they  take  us  at  our  own  word 
they  make  awful  liars  out  of  us.”  (H.R.  2341,  pps.  180  to  182. 
“Excerpts  from  original  transcript  of  above  meeting”  by  Mrs.  A. 
Robinson,  Seattle.) 

Physicians  and  Dentists  Condemn  Fluoridation 

“Eighty-three  Detroit  physicians  and  dentists  Wednesday  peti- 
tioned Governor  Williams  to  ‘call  a halt  to  the  persistent  promo- 
tional efforts  of  the  Michigan  State  Health  Department'  on  behalf  of 
fluoridated  drinking  water.”  (Detroit  Free  Press,  March  31,  '55.  Copy 
of  petition  and  signatures  in  my  possession.) 

“We,  the  undersigned  members  of  A.D.A.,  Massachusetts’  Dental 
Society  and  Worcester  District  Dental  Society,  having  heard,  since 
approval  without  discussion  prior  to  approval,  the  other  side  of  the 
fluoridation  plan;  and  having  learned  . . . that  it  does  not  prevent 
tooth  decay;  that  there  are  better  and  less  devious  ways  to  control 
tooth  decay  without  polluting  our  water  supplies  and  compelling  an 
entire  Nation  to  drink  medicated  water  ...  which  is  known  to  be 
harmful  to  all  human  beings  as  a slow  and  accumulative  poison;  that 
all  benefits  attributed  to  fluorides  are  not  due  to  fluorides  at  all,  but 
are  due  to  better  nutrition,  better  hygiene  and  better  supervision. 
All  the  foregoing  statements  being  supported  by  universities  ...  by 
eminent  scientists,  biochemists,  physicians,  dentists,  we  demand  that 
this  hollow  approval  . . . obtained  by  telling  only  one  side  of  the 
fluoridation  be  rescinded.”  (H.R.  2341,  pps  191-192.  Statement  by 
Dr.  Max  Ginns,  Senior  Dental  Consultant,  Worcester  City  Hospital.) 
“Then  follow  119  signatures  of  Worcester  dentists.”  (Ibid.)  Dr. 
Ginns  also  presented  the  names  of  ten  physicians  who  asked  that 
their  names  be  included  in  the  petition. 

“THEREFORE  BE  IT  RESOLVED  that  we  the  members  of  the 
House  of  Delegates  of  the  Association  of  American  Physicians  and 
Surgeons  Inc.,  in  regular  session  assembled  ...  do  hereby  oppose  and 
condemn  all  compulsory  mass  medication  subject  only  to  the 
authority  of  the  government  with  the  exception  of  reasonable  means 
for  control  of  epidemics  or  communicable  disease”  (“Adopted  by 
the  Delegates  of  the  Association  of  American  Physicians  and  Sur- 
geons Inc.  at  their  interim  meeting  held  in  Chicago,  111.,  La  Salle 
Hotel,  Oct.  8,  1955,  James  J.  Doenges,  M.D.,  President.”)  Is  tooth 
decay  an  “epidemic”  or  a “communicable  disease”?  Dr.  F.  B.  Exner, 
F.A.C.R.,  (whose  expose  of  the  false  “statistics”  of  Dean,  McLure 
and  Arnold  is  a sore  spot  with  the  proponents  of  fluoridation)  states 
that  since  tooth  decay  is  not  contagious  the  exception  does  not  apply. 


Page  Twelve 


SCARBORO 


“Fluoridation"  he  says,  “was  the  actual  target  although  it  was  stated 
as  a general  principle,  as  it  should  be  stated."  (Public  hearing  on 
fluoridation,  Oroville,  Oct.  20,  1955.) 

Fluoridation  is  Morally  Unjustifiable 

(A)  “As  long  as,  in  the  judgment  of  competent  authorities,  there 
is  solid  reason  for  fearing  that  fluoridation  may  have  serious,  harm- 
ful and  widely  prevalent  long  term  effects,  it  would  be  wrong  to 
impose  it  on  the  general  population.  “Msgr.  Thos.  J.  Riley,  The 
Boston  Pilot,  Jan.  24,  1953.)  Competent  authorities,  as  quoted,  have 
shown  not  only  that  fluoridation  may  have  but  does  have  such  effects. 
Therefore,  simply  applying  the  sound  theological  principle  enunti- 
ated  above,  it  follows  that  it  is  “wrong  to  impose  it  on  the  general 
population." 

(B)  “Even  if  the  majority  of  the  citizens  want  it  used  they  may 
not  impose  their  will  on  others  by  having  the  public  supply  of  water 
fluoridated,  unless  it  is  morally  certain  that  ultimately  fluoridation 
will  be  more  beneficial  to  people  as  a whole  than  if  it  were  not  used." 
(Rev.  Francis  J.  Connell,  C.SS.R.,  S.T.D.,  LL.D.,  Dean  of  School  of 
Theology,  Catholic  University,  Washington,  D.C.  Statement  released 
expressly  for  this  article.) 

The  only  thing  certain  about  fluoridation  is  that  it  is  forcing 
many  unwilling  people  to  imbibe  a cumulative  protoplasmic  poison. 
It  is  far  from  being  morally  certain  that  it  will  — ever  — confer  any 
benefits  on  anybody.  Therefore,  again  applying  the  theological  prin- 
ciple invoked  by  this  eminent  theologian,  “they  may  not  impose  their 
will  on  others."  May  not , without  being  guilty  of  conduct  that  is 
morally  reprehensible.  (Italics  ours  throughout  this  article .) 

Note:  (More  than  500  cities  to  date  have  refused  to  accept  fluoridation 
and  38  have  thrown  it  out  after  it  had  been  started.  “Fluoridation  of  New 
Brunswick  water  supplies  was  ruled  illegal  by  the  Appeal  Division  of  the  New 
Brunswick  Supreme  Court  today.”  (Toronto  Globe  and  Mail,  Dec.  16,  1955.) 
If  you  wish  to  keep  posted  on  the  devious  ways  of  the  fluoridators  we  strongly 
advise  a subscription  to  National  Fluoridation  News,  2930  W.  Grand  Blvd-, 
Detroit  2,  Mich.  Published  six  to  ten  times  a year,  $3.50  yearly,  group  sub- 
scriptions (5  or  more)  $1.50  apiece.  We  also  suggest  that  you  send  for  a copy 
of  the  Congressional  Hearings  story,  (H.R.  2341),  124  pages,  available  at  cost 
(25  cents)  from:  Lee  Foundation,  2023  W.  Wisconsin  Ave.,  Milwaukee,  Wis. 
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a thing  of  beauty 

THE 

MARIAN 

SHRINE 

MITE-BOX 

for 

THE  FAMILY 


Feb.  14,  1956 

Dear  Father: 

Please  send  us  a Marian  Shrine 
mite  box.  My  writing's  awful. 
Father,  so  I’m  printing  my  name 
and  address. 

May  God  grant  what  we  save 
in  it  will  really  help  Scarboro. 
Say  a prayer  for  us  all. 

Sincerely, 


Alberta. 


This  Marian  Shrine  mite-box  brings  to  you  a blessed  means  of  helping  you  direct  your 
sacrifices  to  assisting  SCARBORO  missionaries.  Alms-giving  is  a corporal  work  of  mercy; 
someone's  goodness  brought  the  gift  of  Faith  to  the  little  ones  pictured  here.  When 
you  drop  your  daily  offering  into  the  box,  breathe  a prayer  to  our  Lady  for  the  love 
and  protection  shown  you. 


CAUTION 

In  order  that  there  may  be  no 
mistake  in  crediting  your  Marian 
Shrine  Mite  Box  returns,  always 
send  in  the  back  of  the  blue  box 
on  which  your  name  and  address 
are  printed.  We  will  send  you  a 
new  blue  box  when  acknowledg- 
ing your  contribution. 
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SCARBORO 


and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOO 


A Hungarian  communist,  who  had 
been  a movie  producer  in  Budapest, 
was  called  to  Moscow  by  the  Com- 
missar of  Culture.  “Comrade,”  said 
the  Commissar,  “we  want  to  make  an 
epic  film  of  the  Glorious  Revolution. 
It  will  depict  the  Cossacks  and  the 
kulaks  and  the  vast  sweeps  of  the 
Steppes.  It  will  show  millions  of 
slaves  suffering  in  the  salt  mines  of 
Siberia,  put  there  by  the  Czars.” 

“But,  Commissar!”  broke  in  the 
movie  producer.  “That  will  take 
millions  of  actors  — where  will  we 
get  the  rubles?” 

“Rubles!”  roared  the  Commissar. 

“Who  needs  rubles?  Use  real  slaves.” 

* * * 

Some  girls  don’t  look  for  too  much 
in  a husband  — just  a man  to  spend 
with,  the  rest  of  their  lives. 

— Caroline  Clark 

* * * 

The  little  boy  in  the  park  was 
proudly  showing  off  his  shiny  new 

watch.  He  admired  it  so  many  times 
that  finally  a man  on  the  next  bench 
remarked:  “That’s  certainly  a pretty 
watch.  Does  it  tell  you  the  time?” 

“No,  sir,”  the  youngster  answered, 
“this  is  an  old-fashioned  watch.  You 
have  to  look  at  it. 

— Nassau 

* ❖ * 

The  drill  sergeant  stared  up  at  the 
tall,  gaunt  mountaineer  recruit  and 
barked,  “Hold  your  head  up!” 

The  human  beanpole  lifted  his  head 
slowly  and  tentatively. 

“Higher!  Higher!”  yelled  the 
sergeant. 


“Do  I have  to  keep  it  up  this  way 
all  the  time?”  the  mountaineer  sighed, 
drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height. 

“Certainly,”  the  sergeant  snapped. 

“Then,”  said  the  mountaineer, 
staring  out  vacantly  over  the  ser- 
geant’s head,  “ah’ll  have  to  say  good- 
by  to  you,  ’cause  I ain’t  ever  gonna 
see  you  again.” 

— Adrian  Anderson 

sfs  ' s*= 

The  young  man’s  girl  had  just 
said  “Yes,”  and,  as  he  walked  into 
Tiffany’s,  he  was  the  happiest  man  in 
the  world.  A kindly  clerk  showed 
him  a tray  full  of  engagement  rings, 
and  he  picked  one  up  and  asked  the 
price. 

“That  one,”  said  the  jeweler  gently, 
“is  $500.” 

The  young  man  hastily  replaced  it 
and  then  whistled.  He  pointed  to 
another  ring. 

“That,  sir,”  said  the  jeweler  still 
more  gently,  “is  two  whistles.” 

— Barbara  Sanders 

* * * 

A rural  visitor  to  New  York 
strolled  into  a super  de  luxe  food 
shop  that  specialized  in  out-of-season 
fruits.  Staggered  to  learn  that  a small 
basket  of  peaches  was  priced  at  $12, 
he  hastily  made  for  the  door,  only  to 
return  and  place  a fifty-cent  piece  on 
the  counter  before  the  haughty  sales- 
lady. 

“What’s  that  for,  sir?”  she  asked. 

“I’m  sorry,”  he  smiled  sheepishly, 
“I  stepped  on  a grape.” 

— u anesville  (Ohio) 
T imes-Recorder 
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Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M.  Robert  Hymus,  S.F.M. 

Seminary  Rector  Superior,  Nazareth  House 

Toronto.  Ont.  St,  Marys,  Ont. 


The  steady  growth  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  is  a tribute  to  the 
Faith  of  our  Catholic  Canadians.  In  the 
comparatively  short  space  of  thirty-eight 
years  it  has  expanded  in  scope  and  import- 
ance having,  today,  a total  of  one  hundred 
and  nine  priests,  thirty  seminarians  and 
sixteen  young  men  in  their  Preparatory 
Year  at  St.  Marys,  Ont. 


James  Leonard,  S.F.M. 
Superior  Chinese  Mission 
Vancouver,  B.C. 


ONE 

ASTER 

M 

ABROAD 


Rogers  Pelow,  S.F.M.,  J.C.D. 
Regional  Superior,  Japan 


John  Fullerton,  S.F.M. 
Regional  Superior 
Santo  Domingo. 


John  McGoey,  S.F.M. 
Superior 


Edward  Moriarty,  S.F.M.  Francis  Moylan,  S.F.M.,  L.Ph. 

Regional  Superior  Regional  Superior 

British  Guiana.  Philippines. 


Scarboro  priests  are  located  in  the  Far 
East’s  Japan  and  the  Philippines;  in  South 
America’s  British  Guiana;  and  in  the 
Caribbean’s  Santo  Domingo  and  several  oi 
the  British  West  Indies.  As  the  Society 
grows,  new  territories  will  be  allotted  to  it 
by  the  Propaganda  in  Rome.  The  work  oi 
the  Society  is  made  possible  by  the  alms  oi 
our  Catholic  people. 


Scarboro-in-Bahamas. 


I 

i 


Nazareth  House,  St.  Marys,  Ont.,  where  aspirants  to  the  Missionary  priesthood  spend  a 
pre-Seminary  year.  It  is  not  a Novitiate  since  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  is 
not  a Religious  Order.  Its  members  are  of  the  secular  priesthood  working  under  the 
Propaganda  in  Rome  and  having  an  elected  Superior  General. 


Manual  labour  periods  freshen  up  the  day  toughening  muscles  for  the  missions 


View  of  students'  quarters  at  St.  Marys 


Harold  Murphy,  S.F.M. 


AN  APPRECIATION 

(CONTRIBUTED) 


Every  missionary  is  interested 
in  boys,  but  few  have  the  beauti- 
ful gift  of  reaching  into  their 
souls  as  does  Father  Harold 
Murphy,  S.F.M.  There  are  many 
reasons,  no  doubt,  for  this  talent 
of  his,  but  we  think  it  is  funda- 
mentally due  to  his  deep  under- 
standing of,  and  love  for,  his 
fellow  human  beings.  People 
instinctively  respond  to  the  man 
(or  woman)  who  is  selfless  in 
seeking  the  welfare  of  others; 
this  is  pre-eminently  a character- 
istic of  Father  Harold. 

His  experience  in  China  — 
barely  mentioned  in  his  ensuing 
article  on  missionary  vocations— 
as  well  as  his  years  in  directing 
our  seminarians  along  spiritual 


paths,  give  a clear  and  forceful 
truthfulness  to  his  remarks 
which  cannot  but  impress  every 
boy  who  reads  them. 

Father  Murphy's  many  friends 
will  be  happy  to  learn  that  he 
is  recovering  from  a series  of 
heart-attacks.  But  progress  is 
slow.  Yet,  in  spite  of  his  physical 
condition  and  disregarding  the 
effort  involved,  he  responded 
eagerly  to  a request  to  write  on 
his  top  favourite  topic. 

We  feel  certain  every  boy  — 
everybody  for  that  matter  — will 
be  given  a new  realization  of 
what  a vocation  to  the  mission- 
ary priesthood  means.  Now, 
please  turn  to  page  twenty-one 
and  read  what  he  has  written. 


Page  Nineteen 


Father  Cameron  MacDonald,  S.F.M.,  points  to  map 
showing  locations  of  Scarboro  Missions  in  the  world. 
Interested  listeners  are  pre-Seminary  students  at  Na- 
zareth House.  In  centre  foreground  can  be  seen 
replica  of  Marian  Shrine,  in  process  of  erection  on  the 
grounds  of  Nazareth  House,  St.  Marys,  Ont. 


Chapel  at  Nazareth  House 


Dining  room  at  Nazareth  House 
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SCARBORO 


THE 

MISSIONARY 

VOCATION 

by  HAROLD  MURPHY,  S.F.M. 


Catholic  boys  of  Canada,  wake 
up  and  listen  to  the  voice  of 
your  conscience! 

Do  you  realize  that  the  whole 
world  of  the  future  and  civiliza- 
tion itself  could  depend  on  teen- 
agers such  as  you?  Do  you  know 
that  right  now,  while  you  are  in 
High-school,  you  can  make  a 
decision  that  could  change  your 
whole  life  and  the  lives  of  thou- 
sands of  people?  Do  you  realize 
that  today  there  are  thousands 
of  men  who  live  a life  of  un- 
happiness and  who  admit  that 
it  is  due  to  the  fact  that  when 
they  were  teen-agers  they  shied 
away  from  any  decision  to  live 
more  than  an  ordinary  life? 

I know  that  this  is  an  appeal 
to  your  inner  feelings  but  I offer 
no  apology.  When  I was  a 
missionary  in  China,  I had  four 
very  special  teen  - age  pagan 
friends,  boys  with  culture  and 
ideals  and  lovable,  natural  good- 
ness. I had  high  hopes  that  they 
would  some  day  become  converts 
to  our  Holy  Faith,  but  under 


the  Communists  we  were  all 
forced  to  listen  to  long  speeches 
on  the  glories  of  Communism, 
speeches  that  appealed  to  the 
inner  feelings  of  youth,  speeches 
that  called  for  discipline  and  en- 
thusiasm. As  a result  of  those 
speeches,  my  four  young  friends 
became  Communists.  Today  they 
are  apostles  of  hate.  Today  they 
hate  me  and  everything  I (and 
you)  stand  for.  Surely  then  1 
may  appeal  to  you,  the  Catholic 
youth  of  our  country,  to  stop 
and  think  and  listen  is  God  call- 
ing you  to  be  an  apostle  of  love? 

In  your  hearts  — in  the  hearts 
of  all  youth  — there  burns  a 
flame,  a fire  of  love  and  enthusi- 
asm. You  can  if  you  wish,  in- 
crease its  intensity  until  you  have 
the  power  to  do  anything  in  this 
world  you  want  to  do.  How- 
ever, it  is  also  within  your 
power  of  choice  to  let  this  fire 
die  within  you,  to  let  the  flame 
be  covered  over  with  the  cold 
gray  ashes  of  selfishness  and  self- 
centredness. It  is  your  choice. 


MISSIONS 
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Group  of  students  at  the  Society's  St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary,  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto. 
After  a six-year  course  they  will  be  ready  for  a mission  appointment. 


The  flame  of  God’s  burning 
love  seeks  the  hearts  of  Catholic 
youth  to  give  them  strength  to 
destroy  this  hate  with  love.  It 
is  yours  for  the  asking.  Do  you 
want  it,  or  do  you  want  to  drift 
along,  'being  neither  hot  nor 
cold,  having  little  or  no  enthu- 
siasm for  God  and  things  of 
God? 

Notice  the  people  around  you 
on  the  streets,  in  the  movies,  on 
the  radio  and  television,  people 
who  are  setting  you  an  example. 
Most  of  them  have  three  gods  in 
life:  undue  concern  for  money; 
undue  concern  for  comfort  and 
ease;  undue  concern  for  the 
good  opinion  of  others.  Three 
gods  they  have  and  no  other 
gods  before  them!  Do  you  want 
to  be  like  that? 

If  you  take  another  look  you 


will  see  those  good  souls  — the 
daily  communicants;  the  suffer- 
ers; those  in  religious  life; 
fathers  and  mothers  overcoming 
all  sorts  of  obstacles  to  raise  good 
families  — you  will  see  these  peo- 
ple are  happy  because  what  they 
do,  they  do  for  love  of  God. 
They  are  holy  people  and  blessed 
indeed. 

Which  do  you  want?  A life 
of  ease,  a half  life,  a life  of  cold 
selfishness;  or  do  you  want  to 
make  the  choice  now  of  being 
drawn  by  God’s  grace  into  a 
life  of  holiness,  a life  of  mean- 
ing? It  is  your  choice! 

A great  writer  once  stated  that 
in  life  there  is  only  one  tragedy 
— the  tragedy  of  not  being  a 
saint.  St.  Bernard  tells  us  that 
in  the  whole  world  there  are 
only  four  kinds  of  people— those 
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A full  understanding  and  an  exact  observance  of  the  rubrics  of  Holy  Mass  is  demanded 
of  each  priest.  The  beauty  of  Catholic  ceremonies  helps  attract  many  enquiring  pagans. 


who  neither  know  nor  serve  God, 
and  these  are  dead;  those  who 
know  God  and  do  not  serve 
Him,  and  these  are  wicked  and 
evil  people;  those  who  serve 
Him  but  do  not  know  Him  and 
these  are  stupid;  and  finally 
those  who  know  Him  and  serve 
Him  and  these  are  the  saints  of 
God.  Does  not  this  teach  us 
that  we  are  at  least  stupid  and 
foolish  unless  we  pursue  holiness 
as  the  very  purpose  of  our  lives? 

And  holiness  does  not  mean 
what  Hollywood  and  many 
books  often  portray  it  to  be.  It 
does  not  mean  wearing  a long 
face,  being  sad  and  sorrowful. 
It  means  living  a life  according 
to  the  Will  of  God.  It  means 
choosing  a way  of  life  and  per- 
severing in  it  because  you  hon- 
estly think  that  it  is  what  God 


Debates  foster  the  art  of  public 
speaking,  a MUSI  for  every  missionary. 


MISSIONS 
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Baseball 

wants  you  to  do!  And  it  means 
happiness!  There  is  no  such 
thing  as  a sad  saint.  If  a man 
is  sad  and  unhappy,  he  is  not  a 
saint! 

Have  you  ever  thought  of  be- 
ing a priest?  If  so,  increase  your 
prayers;  resolve  to  live  a better 
life  day  by  day  and  leave  the 
rest  to  God.  He  will  show  you 
what  He  wants  you  to  do;  He 
will  guide  you  into  the  life  that 
He  wants  you  to  live.  If  you 
have  never  thought  of  such  a 
thing,  think  of  it  now!  Think 
of  the  dignity  of  it!  Think  of 
holding  the  Adorable  Body  of 
Christ  in  your  hands  and  whis- 
pering the  secrets  of  your  heart 
to  the  God  of  men  and  angels. 

Hockey 


Snooker 

Think  of  what  every  priest 
knows  — that  every  time  he  ap- 
proaches the  altar  to  say  Mass, 
he  is  about  to  perform  an  act 
that  is  so  great,  there  is  no  man 
on  the  face  of  this  earth  who 
can  perform  a greater,  be  he 
king,  or  general,  or  statesman,  or 
Pope.  Think  of  that! 

Think  of  the  need  of  priests 
in  foreign  lands.  Do  you  know 
that  for  every  priest  we  send  to 
foreign  lands  to  teach  pagans  the 
law  of  love,  the  Communist 
Party  sends  at  least  one  hundred 
fanatically  trained  zealots  to 
teach  the  law  of  hate ? Is  not 
this  a challenge  to  every  lover  of 
God  like  yourself? 

Dear  boys,  listen  to  God!  Lis 

Tennis 


— SEMINARY  SCENES  — 


— SEMINARY  SCENES  — 
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ten  to  the  Heart  of  Christ  as  it 
pleads  with  you  to  give  yourself 
to  Him  in  a life  of  love.  And 
by  ‘love’  I do  not  mean  the  sen- 
timental emotion  of  our  silly 
popular  songs;  I mean  love  in 
its  true  sense  of  giving’— giving 
and  giving  until  it  hurts  — love 
that  calls  for  courage  and 
strength  and  sacrifice! 

You  may  tell  yourself  that  all 


this  is  beyond  you,  that  you  are 
too  weak  and  confused  and 
human.  But  I say,  not  neces- 
sarily so.  Nothing  can  be  accom- 
plished by  your  own  strength. 
But,  God  is  all-powerful;  He  can 
do  anything.  I repeat  that  God 
needs  priests.  If  He  wants  you 
to  be  a priest,  and  you  are  will- 
ing, then  there  is  nothing  on 
earth  can  stop  you!  Nothing! 


Students  in  theology  trek  daily  across  the  fields  to  St.  Augustine's  Seminary.  Only  the 
Philosophical  course  can  yet  be  handled  at  SCARBORO  by  our  own  Society  professors. 


I do  not  pretend  that  it  will 
be  easy.  Have  you  ever  known 
anything  worthwhile  to  be  easy? 
If  you  should  apply  for  admis- 
sion to  our  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  you  will  receive 
seven  years  of  wonderful  train- 
ing. You  will  be  guided  and 
helped  in  every  way  by  devoted 
priests.  If  after  a year  or  two 
(or  more,  sometimes)  you  think 
you  are  not  in  the  right  way  of 
life,  your  director  will  be  at  your 
side  to  help  you  make  a decision; 
and  you  may  leave  anytime 
during  the  first  six  years  of  the 
course. 

A missionary’s  life  is  not  all 
sheer  labor.  Far  from  it.  Even 
some  sacrifices  come  easy,  shot 
through  with  thrills.  A mission- 
ary goes  places  and  does  things. 
He  often  lives  in  an  environ- 
ment of  stark,  staring  need.  He 
finds  himself  surrounded  either 


by  thousands  of  Catholics  who 
have  no  priest  or  by  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  pagans  who  have 
never  even  heard  the  story  of  the 
life  of  Christ.  Everywhere  he 
turns  he  is  looking  at  neglect; 
he  sees  evil  and  ignorance  and 
the  devil.  He  faces  problem 
after  problem  which  calls  for 
every  skill  he  possesses,  all  the 
talent  that  God  has  given  him. 
And  he  is  constantly  reminded 
of  the  power  of  God’s  grace  — 
often  dramatically  so.  Nature 
itself  conspires  to  keep  him  hum- 
ble and  with  that  virtue  he  is 
able  to  achieve  the  ambition  of 
history’s  greatest  thinkers,  philo- 
sophers and  saints— he  is  able  to 
conquer  himself!  Then  he  is 
fitted  to  become  an  Apostle  of 
God’s  love  — another  Christ ! 

Boys!  God  has  a plan  for  you. 
Listen  to  Him!  Follow  Him 
now ! 


INFORMATION 

will  be  sent  on  request  to  prospective  students  by 
Rev.  Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M.,  Rector,  St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary, 
2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


Someday,  somewhere,  he  will  carry  the  Standard  of  the  Cross  over  land  and  sea.  Pray 
for  all  those  he  represents,  that  they  may  bring  the  knowledge  of  God  to  many  souls. 


The  Legion  of  Mary  co-operafes  closely  with  our  thirty  priests  in  Santo  Domingo.  Here 
is  a group  of  Legionnaires  enjoying  an  outing.  Fr.  J.  Murphy,  S.F.M.,  is  in  right  background 


AT 

SCARBORO 

ABROAD 


(pp.  27-31) 
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View  of  "Scarboros"  Central  House  at 
Haina  which  is  on  the  outskirts  of  Ciudad 
Trujillo,  Capital  of  Santo  Domingo.  Very 
Rev.  John  Fullerton,  S.F.M.,  Regional 
Superior  of  our  priests  in  that  country, 
resides  here. 


Santo  Domingo  boasts  of  being  the 
oldest  center  of  Catholicity  in  the  New 
World.  The  Faith  was  brought  to  it  by 
Christopher  Columbus.  Every  important 
town  has  its  large  church.  The  number 
of  country  chapels  is  being  gradually 
increased. 

SCARBORO 


The  Society  has  nine  of  its 
members  in  British  Guiana. 
Pictured  here  (I.  to  r.)  are: 
Fr.  Ed.  Moriarty,  Regional 
Superior,  Fr.  A.  Macintosh, 
now  returned  to  Canada  as 
General  Econome  of  the  So- 
ciety, and  Fr.  B.  Kirby. 


Chapel  and  quarters  of  Fr. 
Paul  Pendergast,  S.F.M.,  on 
Eleuthera  Island  in  the  Bahamas. 
Our  five  priests  in  that  part 
of  the  world  include  Bishop 
Turner,  stationed  in  Nassau 


Latest  territory  to  receive  five 
Scarboro  missionaries  is  in  the 
Philippines  on  Leyte  Island. 
This  picture  to  the  right  was 
taken  at  Ormoc  City  where  a 
Marian  Congress  took  place 
and  which  was  attended  by 
Very  Rev.  Thomas  McQuaid, 
S.F.M.,  who  was  then  inspect- 
ing the  new  territory  to  be 
given  to  our  Society. 

MISSIONS 
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Father  Michael  Cox,  S.F.M.,  is  one 
need  for  priests  there  cannot  be 


of  nineteen  Scarboro  Fathers  working  in  Japan.  The 
over-stressed.  Pray  daily  for  missionary  Vocations 
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Father  Paul  Flaherty,  S.F.M.,  with  three 
young  friends.  See  December,  1955  issue 
of  "Scarboro  Missions"  for  an  account  of 
his  church-building  prowess  in  Japan. 


Death  never  takes  a holiday.  Father  Thomas  Morrissey,  S.F.M.,  reads  the  burial  service 
over  a deceased  parishioner.  Fr.  Morrissey  is  stationed  in  the  city  of  Nagoya,  Japan. 


LEAVE  BEHIND 

Hiijtng  jfttonutnent! 


Man’s  yearning  for  immor- 
tality has  a way  of  expressing 
itself  in  monuments  of  marble 
and  metal. 

You  can  leave  behind  a living 
monument  of  flesh  and  blood, 
another  Christ , the  Catholic 
priest. 

At  the  altar  of  God  he  prays 
daily  for  you  and  your  loved 
ones.  Can  you  find  a surer, 
holier  way  to  be  remembered 
when  you  are  gone? 

Leave  behind  a living  monu- 
ment! Prepare  and  sustain  a 
Scar  boro  Missionary  by  contri- 
buting to  the  Burse  Fund.  Only 
the  interest  of  such  a fund  is 
used;  the  principle  remains  in- 
tact. Burses  still  incompleted 
are:  Holy  Name,  St.  Joseph, 

Little  Flower,  Immaculate  Heart 
Holy  Souls  and  others. 

Our  Address 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Road 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


"TEMPLES  OF  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT” 


Msgr.  Fraser  writes  on 


BISHOP 


GALVIN 


" ETERNAL  REST 

GRANT  UNTO  HIM , O LORD, 


It  was  with  deep  regret  I 
learned  of  the  death  on  Feb.  23, 
of  my  life-long  friend,  Bishop 
Galvin,  founder  the  Society  of 
St.  Columban.  No  doubt  he 
was  ripe  for  Heaven  after  a 
life  dedicated  entirely  to  the 
Glory  of  God  and  the  salvation 
of  souls.  How  many  thousands 
“up  there”  owe  their  salvation 
to  his  labours!  What  a welcome 
he  must  have  received. 

I met  him  for  the  first  time 
in  Brooklyn,  in  1912,  at  Holy 
Rosary  parish  during  my  cam- 
paign for  funds  for  the  Chinese 
missions.  Providence  must  have 
arranged  my  staying  to  dinner 
and  my  subsequent  chat  with 
Fr.  Galvin.  As  the  afternoon 
wore  on,  he  became  more  and 
more  certain  that  his  place  was 
in  the  foreign  missionary  move- 
ment. He  consented  to  come 
to  China  with  me,  and  soon  we 
were  on  our  way  across  the 
American  continent,  and  from 


its  western  shore  to  the  Orient 
we  made  our  voyage  by  boat. 
He  had  been  strongly  inclined 
to  go  via  Ireland  to  see  his  aged 
mother  but  offered  that  plea- 
sure for  the  good  of  souls. 

For  four  years  he  labored  in 
the  diocese  of  Hangchow,  aided 
the  building  of  the  huge 
Church  of  Chuchow,  wrote 
many  letters  to  Ireland  urging 
priests  to  come  to  China,  and 
actually  induced  two  priests  to 
come  out  to  his  aid.  In  1916  he 
returned  to  Ireland  and  began 
the  work  of  founding  St.  Colum- 
ban’s  Society.  Many  priests  join- 
ed the  work  and  in  1920  he  was 
able  at  the  head  of  a band  of  16 
Irish  priests  to  proceed  to  China 
to  take  possession  of  the  Vicari- 
ate of  Hangyan,  of  which  he 
later  became  the  Bishop. 

May  his  soul  rest  in  the  un- 
ending peace  of  heaven. 


AND  LET  PERPETUAL  LIGHT 


SHINE  ON  HIM 


SCARBORO 

missions 


CONTENTS  FOR  MAY,  1956,  Vol.  37,  No.  5 


Publication 
of  the 

SCARBORO 

FOREIGN 

MISSION  SOCIETY 
(Legal  title ) 


Editor 

D.  E.  STRINGER,  S.F.M. 


EDITORIAL 4 

LEST  WE  FORGET 

“ Behind  the  Bamboo  Curtain ” 5 

SCARBORO  APOSTLES  OF  FATIMA 6 

THE  “CHO-KU”  STEW 

by  Harold  Oxley,  S.FJM 9 

HANAMI  HERALDS  SPRING’S  RETURNING 
by  Edward  Geier,  S.F.M 13 


Business  Manager 
G.  R.  ROBERTS,  S.F.M. 


SCARBORO  MISSIONS, 
established  1919,  published 
in  Toronto,  is  the  organ 
of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  2685 
Kingston  Road,  Toronto 
13,  Ontario,  Canada,  and 
is  published  with  Ecclesi- 
astical permission.  It  is 
authorized  as  second  class 
mail  by  the  Post  Office 
Dept.,  Ottawa,  Canada. 
Mailed  from  Toronto 
Postal  Terminal  “A”. 
Published  monthly  Sep- 
tember to  June,  bi- 
monthly, July  - August. 
Subscription  rates:  $1.00 

a year,  $20.00  for  life. 
Address  all  communica- 
tions to  Scarboro  Mis- 
sions, 2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
Telephone  AM  1-1471. 


OUR  LADY  OF  THE  CHERRY  BLOSSOMS. . . 16 

FROM  THE  CROW’S  NEST 

by  William  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A 18 

LITTLE  FLOWER’S  JUNIOR  MISSIONARIES  24 


PRINCE  OF  KABU 

by  Patricia  McDonough  25 

JUNIOR  MISSIONARY  LETTERS  27 

OPERATION  TOMATO 

by  Sidney  Dymond  30 


OUR  COVER 

Temple  of  the  Holy  Spirit!  What  closeness  to  God,  what 
intimate  union  with  Him,  is  expressed  by  this  beautiful 
title! 

Baptism  makes  each  one  of  us  a blessed  Temple.  We  can 
keep  it  "a  house  of  prayer"  or  make  it  "a  den  of  thieves." 
Such  is  the  awful  power  of  our  choice! 

May  the  Lord  keep  watch  at  its  gates! 
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EDITORIAL 


Men  must  cease  offending  my 
divine  Son,  already  too  much 
offended. 

Our  Lady  at  Fatima. 


Thirty-nine  years  ago  this  May  13th,  the  Mother  of  God  began  a 
series  of  appearances  at  Fatima,  in  Portugal.  The  greatest  attack 
in  history  against  God  and  the  things  of  God  was  soon  to  be 
launched.  It  would,  in  the  manner  of  a plague,  destroy  men  whose 
will  and  strength  to  resist  had  been  weakened  by  sin.  Sin,  and  sin 
alone , has  been  and  still  remains  atheistic  Communism’s  greatest 
“fifth-column”  in  procuring  the  subversion  and  destruction  of  all 
opposition. 

Not  only  did  our  Lady  stress  this  fact  over  and  over  again,  she 
went  further  than  she  had  ever  gone  before.  She  stated  explicitly 
by  what  country  this  great  revolt  would  be  spear  headed.  She  stated 
explicitly  that  war  would  be  God’s  instrument  of  punishment.  She 
stated  explicitly  what  sign  in  the  heavens  would  herald  its  beginning. 
She  stated  explicitly  many  of  the  dreadful  calamities  which  would 
accompany  it.  And  she  stated  all  this  as  afflicting  the  entire  world. 

Must  we  accept  these  revelations  made  at  Fatima?  As  a matter  of 
Faith  to  be  believed  under  pain  of  mortal  sin,  no.  All  such  revela- 
tion ceased  with  the  death  of  St.  John  the  Apostle.  But  this  does  not 
mean  that,  since  Fatima  has  come  after  public  revelation  has  ceased, 
we  are  free  to  reject  it.  The  Catholic  Church  has  given  the  revela- 
tions of  Fatima  as  much  approval  as  it  can,  short  of  one  crowning 
event,  the  canonization  of  the  three  children. 

It  is  at  Fatima  that  our  blessed  Mother  again  calls  to  a world 
wandering  in  the  chilling  night  of  hate  and  distrust  and  growing 
despair.  She  offers  her  Immaculate  Heart  as  a beacon  to  guide  us  to 
her  feet  to  listen  to  the  words  of  forgiveness  and  love  that  are  her 
Son’s.  Again  and  again  she  pleads  that  we  consecrate  ourselves  to  her 
in  order  that  we  may  become  the  children  of  her  God. 

On  the  thirty-first  of  May  let  each  one  of  us  join  in  a world-wide 
consecration  of  the  human  race  to  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  the 
blessed  Virgin  Mary  and  so  hasten  her  day  of  triumph. 
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LEST  WE  FORGET  SERIES 


"BEHIND  THE  BAMBOO  CURTAIN" 

( From  a review  in  the  Chinese  News  Service,  New  York ) 


Shanghai,  once  the  leading 
city  of  the  Orient  and  one  of  the 
largest  metropolises  of  the  world, 
has  become  a city  of  blaring 
loud-speakers,  shouting  mega- 
phones, passive  and  subdued 
life,  and  general  gloom.  The 
change  came  about  with  the 
Communist  occupation  of  the 
big  port  city  in  May,  1949.  Peo- 
ple of  all  walks  of  life  and  all 
ages  have  experienced  the  pres- 
sure of  the  Red  vise.  This  is  the 
word-picture  painted  by  Dr.  A. 
M.  Dunlap,  an  American  medi- 
cal educator  and  specialist  who 
was  for  41  years  a resident  of 
China,  in  his  book  Behind  the 
Bamboo  Curtain , comprised 
principally  of  letters  written 
from  Shanghai. 

In  a letter  dated  Oct.  4,  1949, 
Dr.  Dunlap  wrote:  “We  are  all 
watching  with  considerable  in- 
terest to  see  what  happens  with 
regard  to  possible  recognition  of 
the  new  government  by  the  wes- 
tern Powers  . . . We  hope  there 
will  be  early  agreement  on  such 
matters  as  prompt  recognition 
would  greatly  ease  the  situation 
now  facing  us.”  Six  years  later, 
he  asserts:  “In  retrospect  it  is 
hard  to  believe  that  those  of  us 
living  in  the  midst  of  Commu- 
nist changes  in  China  could  have 
thought  that  recognition  of  the 
‘People’s  Government’  was  de- 


sirable. We  were  following  local 
Shanghai  opinion  very  closely 
and  had  concluded  that  the  only 
way  of  preventing  China  from 
turning  away  from  the  West  was 
to  give  full  recognition.  It  is 
clear  now  that  it  would  not  have 
made  the  slightest  difference. 
Among  the  foreigners  who  were 
not  all  deceived  by  the  soft  line 
taken  by  the  Communists  were 
the  ‘White  Russians.’  Most  of 
these  people  had  fled  Russia  to 
get  away  from  Communism  and 
they  knew  about  all  the  methods 
used.’’ 

Dr.  John  Leighton  Stuart, 
former  U.  S.  Ambassador  to 
China  who  had  spent  half  a 
century  in  China,  poignantly  ob- 
serves in  the  introduction  to 
Behind  the  Bamboo  Curtain: 
“There  is  a lesson  in  this  book 
which  reaches  far  beyond  China. 
The  newspapers  tell  us  every  day 
of  the  subtle  wooing  of  all  areas 
within  reach  of  Communist  pro- 
paganda; the  same  promises  are 
repeated  over  and  over.  Only 
after  Communist  control  is  com- 
plete do  the  people  of  ' liberated ’ 
nations  realize  that  they  have 
been  talked  out  of  the  right  to 
direct  their  own  lives.  Those 
who  want  to  remain  free  would 
do  well  to  read  this  eye-witness 
account  of  what  happened  when 
Communism  came  to  China.’’ 
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His  Excellency,  Bishop  William  T.  Mulloy, 
D.D.,  of  Covington,  Ky.,  writes  his  impres- 
sions of  Msgr.  McGrath,  pointing  up  the 
qualities  of  mind  and  heart  which  fitted 
him  to  make  the  Fatima  Pilgrimage  the 
amazing  crusade  for  peace  it  continues 
to  be  in  the  United  States. 


The  revelations  of  Fatima  are 
now  family  conversation  in  the 
United  States  and  Canada.  They 
have  been  enshrined  in  the 
minds  and  hearts  of  people, 
young  and  old,  since  the  early 
spring  of  1948  and  through  the 
years  that  have  followed.  Truly 
apostolic  zeal  for  Our  Lady  per- 
meated the  spread  of  this  devotion  so  close  to  our  own  day  and  age. 
A new  Apostle  of  Mary  was  needed.  He  had  to  step  forth  from  these 
current  years.  His  apostolic  zeal,  needed  for  the  times,  called  for  a 
solid  foundation  in  missionary  experiences. 

The  field  was  ready  for  the  sower.  War’s  fanaticism  still  haunted 
the  lives  of  many.  Hysteria  flared  at  the  slightest  provocation.  The 
visit  of  the  Pilgrim  Statue  to  Canada  and  the  United  States  could 
have  raised  an  unwholesome  attitude  on  the  part  of  our  people. 
Many  in  high  places  feared  such  uprisings.  True  devotion  to  Our 
Lady  stood  on  the  brink  of  disaster.  The  false  crusader’s  mentality 
could  easily  have  been  aroused. 

The  Church  faced  the  age  and  God  found  the  apostle.  With  a 
wealth  of  experience  in  the  foreign  mission  field,  both  as  a missioner 
and  as  an  administrator;  with  a first  hand  knowledge  of  the  substance 
and  technique  of  the  Enemy  of  God  in  this  age;  with  a childlike 
devotion  to  our  Blessed  Lady  and  a clear  thinking  in  Mariology; 
with  a personality  that  charmed  old  and  young  alike;  clad  in  dignity 
as  a member  of  the  papal  household  — The  Right  Reverend  Mon- 
signor William  McGrath  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 

( Continued  on  page  8) 
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Mr.  Ian  G.  Clark,  manager  of  station 
CFJC  in  Kamloops,  B.C.,  tells  of  his  radio 
interview  with  Fr.  Patrick  Moore  who  is 
presently  conducting  a Fatima  Pilgrimage 
in  Canada.  This  tour  began  in  Santo 
Domingo.  It  has  also  been  to  many 
places  in  the  Caribbean. 


There  are  times  when  a man 
must  forsake  the  laws  of  society 
and  convention  and  refuse  to 
stand  on  ceremony  if  he  is  going 
to  let  his  heart  have  its  say,  and 
this  is  one  such  occasion. 

This  week  I have  had  a plea- 
surable experience,  a joy  that 
defies  explanation  . . . something 
that  you  feel  down  deep  inside  . . . something  that  gives  living  a 
third  dimension.  Strolling  down  the  road  of  life,  it  was  my  privilege 
to  walk  for  a time  with  a Catholic  priest  by  the  name  of  Father 
Patrick  Moore. 


This  amazing  priest  is  trotting  around  the  world  with  a statue  of 
the  Virgin  Mary  and  he  is  pleading  with  everyone  he  meets  to  ask 
the  Mother  of  Jesus  to  intercede  on  our  behalf.  Now  as  an  Anglican, 
I’m  a bit  divided  on  this  question  but  I must  be  honest  and  admit 

that  what  he  had  to  say  added  up  and  made  good  sense  to  me. 

# * * 


Luck  was  with  me  and  I interviewed  him  on  the  radio.  This  was 
my  privilege  for  if  the  Lord  hadn’t  have  placed  me  where  He  did  I 
would  not  have  had  the  opportunity.  My  knees  knocked,  my  tongue 
was  tied  and  to  say  that  I was  humble  was  an  understatement.  But  to 
listen  to  him  you  would  have  thought  that  I was  the  honoured  person 
and  then  to  top  it  all  off  on  Thursday  evening  in  church  he  said  that 
I was  a “lover  of  God”.  I have  never  been  so  highly  complimented 
and  while  he  doesn’t  know  it,  he  has  given  me  a moral  lift  that  will 
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msgr.  McGrath 

was  chosen  by  God  to  bring  the 
message  of  Fatima  to  the  Ameri- 
can hemisphere.  The  moment 
one  cast  eyes  on  his  quiet  dignity 
one  realized  that  one  stood  in 
the  very  presence  of  a real  apos- 
tle. A sense  of  security  pervaded 
the  whole  atmosphere.  The 
solemnity  of  the  occasion  took 
command.  From  the  opening 
ceremony  until  the  closing  Bene- 
diction, there  was  room  only  for 
deep,  reverential  devotion.  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima  went  from  State 
to  State,  from  Province  to  Pro- 
vince. from  Diocese  to  Diocese, 
with  our  modern  Apostle  of  the 
Blessed  Mother  guiding  our  peo- 
ple through  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands of  Marian  hours,  all  bril- 
liant with  a sincere  reverent 
atmosphere  of  filial  love  for  Our 
Lady.  Mary  spoke  through  the 
Rt.  Reverend  William  McGrath. 


FATHER  MOORE 

remain  with  me  all  my  days.  My 
often  unsuccessful  and  often 
costly  efforts  to  be  a Christian 
were  vindicated  by  this  one  re- 
mark that  surged  through  me 
like  a bolt  of  lightning. 

Walking  along  the  road  with 
this  man  was  no  different  than 
had  I walked  with  St.  Peter  or 
any  of  those  other  wonderful 
early  Christian  leaders. 

It’s  been  a wonderful  experi- 
ence, something  that  will  be 
cherished  in  all  the  days  ahead, 
bright  and  dull,  good  and  bad. 
And  even  more  wonderful  is  the 
knowledge  that  only  “four”  will 
know  of  the  joys  and  happiness 
that  have  been  brought  to  an 
undeserving  individual  by  God’s 
gift  of  being  allowed  to  walk 
along  the  road  with  a disciple 
named  Father  Patrick  J.  Moore. 


Members  of  the  armed  services  salute  the  Queen  of  peace,  our  Lady  of  the  Holy  Rosary 


By  HAROLD  OXLEY,  S.F.M. 

If  the  world  ever  acknowl- 
edges the  part  played  by  its  un- 
sung heroes , none  should  in  my 
opinion  receive  a more  glorious 
crown  than  the  Japanese  post- 
man, for  his  daily  job  of  locat- 
ing Japanese  addresses  ranks  as 
one  of  the  most  confusing,  de- 
manding, thankless,  and  seem- 
ingly impossible  jobs  on  the  face 
of  the  earth.  The  difficulty  arises 
from  the  Japanese  system  of  ad- 
dressing houses.  Now  naturally, 
I cannot  deny  the  possibility  of 
a logical  plan  behind  their  sys- 
tem. I can  only  say  that  if  such 
a plan  exists,  it  must  be  a type 
that  can  be  detected  only  by  an 
Oriental  mind. 

To  begin  with,  the  Japanese 
streets  have  no  names,  except  for 
a very  few  which . have  been 


named  recently  — chiefly  by  the 
American  Occupation  Forces 
since  the  War.  These  names 
exist  only  for  the  convenience 
of  foreigners,  and  are  for  the 
most  part  entirely  unknown  and 
unused  by  the  Japanese  people. 
Consequently,  they  are  of  no 
help  to  our  hero  the  Postman. 
That  then  is  the  basis  for 
the  system  — an  endless  system 
of  twisting,  winding,  nameless 
streets.  Now  we  introduce  the 
only  note  of  “Western”  logic  in 
the  entire  plan.  The  lots  on 
each  side  of  the  streets  are  num- 
bered. This  would  seem  for  a 
moment  to  give  the  Postman  an 
unfair  advantage  in  his  effort  to 
find  an  address.  But  have  no 
fear,  it  is  only  an  illusion.  For 
while  the  lots  are  numbered, 
the  numbers  follow  no  order. 
In  other  words,  lot  No.  10 


Page  Nine 


PROVERBS  Of  JAPAN 

Even  a dead  cherry-tree  can  bring  beauty  to  a barren  hill. 

In  the  hum  of  the  market  there  is  money,  but  under  the  cherry- 
tree  there  is  rest. 


may  be  next  door  to  lot  No. 
167,  and  directly  across  the  street 
from  lot  No.  84,  No.  21,  or  No. 
312.  You  never  know. 

This  irregularity  is  due  to  the 
fact  that  lot  numbers  were  given 
in  the  same  order  in  which  the 
lots  were  registered  with  the 
local  authorities.  Furthermore, 
each  registered  lot  has  been  been 
given  only  one  number,  regard- 
less of  its  size.  Consequently, 
when  on  some  of  the  larger  lots 
many  houses  or  stores  were  later 
built,  all  of  these  buildings  used 
the  same  number.  There  are  lots 
in  Tokyo  on  which  literally  hun- 
dreds of  stores  or  houses  have 
been  built,  and  they  all  have  the 
same  number. 

There  is  some  consolation  in 
the  fact  that  the  plaques  on 


which  the  house  numbers  appear 
are  of  a common  design.  Unlike 
our  Canadian  system  in  which 
one  never  knows  whether  to  look 
for  the  house  number  over  the 
door,  on  a fence  post,  or  even 
carved  into  the  front  side-walk, 
here  in  Japan  an  oval-shaped 
metal  plaque  is  tacked  up  at 
the  entrance  of  every  building. 
On  this  plaque  the  number  is 
clearly  printed  — in  figures  one 
quarter  of  an  inch  high.  Now  I 
ask  you,  could  anything  be  more 
convenient  for  our  friend  the 
Postman? 

Without  trying  to  make  his 
job  seem  ridiculously  easy,  I 
must  include  a mention  of  an- 
other dubiously-favourable  fea- 
ture. The  larger  cities  of  Japan 
have  at  least  been  divided  into 


Although  language  - study 
takes  up  most  of  his  time, 
yet  Fr.  Oxley  managed  to 
illustrate  his  story.  By  the 
way,  if  you  are  wonder- 
ing, we  are  too!  ! Is  that 
a TREE  growing  in  his 
room? 


!. 
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Three  "Scarboro"  Fathers 
snapped  outside  our  house 
in  Tokyo.  Lett  to  right 
they  are:  Fr.  Thomas 

O'Toole,  Fr.  Harold 
Oxley,  and  Fr.  Francis 
Hawkshaw.  All  three  are 
engaged  in  studying 
Japan  and  its  people 
among  whom  they  are 
going  to  labour  as  mis- 
sionaries. 


sections.  Each  section  is  called  a 
Ku,  and  these  in  turn  are 
divided  into  smaller  sections 
called  Cho.  In  each  Cho  the 
numbering  system  begins  again 
at  No.  1.  Some  idea  of  the  size 
of  a Ku  may  be  estimated  from 
the  fact  that  the  City  of  Tokyo 
with  over  six  million  people  is 
divided  into  twenty  Ku.  Cho 
sizes  admit  of  almost  infinite 
variation.  Our  Tokyo  house  is 
located  in  the  Minami  Cho  of 
Minato  Ku.  Sometimes  between 
the  Ku  and  Cho  stages,  fur- 
ther subdivisions  are  introduced. 
However  these  additional  sub- 
divisions are  so  unpredictable 
and  inconsistent  that  they  fre- 
quently add  nothing  but  further 
confusion. 

Now  hear  this!  Imagine  a 
Postman  having  a letter  address- 
ed to  house  No.  120.  Suppose 
further  that  by  some  strange  co- 
incidence he  actually  finds  his 


way  through  the  Ku  and  Cho  to 
house  No.  120.  How  must  he 
he  feel  to  be  told  by  the  house- 
holder that  for  no  apparent 
reason  at  all,  the  mailing  address 
in  this  case  differs  from  the 
actual  address;  to  be  told  that 
mail  addressed  to  No.  120  really 
belongs  to  house  No.  30,  and 
only  mail  addressed  to  house  No. 
97  belongs  here  at  house  No. 
120?  Believe  me,  this  actually 
happens.  How  common  it  is  I 
do  not  know,  but  for  the  Post- 
man’s sake,  I hope  it  is  excep- 
tional. 

In  the  light  of  all  this,  it 
might  well  be  asked,  “How  then 
does  the  Japanese  Postman  ever 
accomplish  his  task?’’  There  can 
be  only  one  answer,  as  significant 
as  it  is  simple;  he  is  so  busy 
doing  his  job,  he  never  has 
time  to  stop  and  convince  him- 
self of  its  impossibility. 
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MAY 

THE 

TRIUNE 

GOD 

BE 

PRAISED 
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hanami 

heralds 


Spring’s 

returning 


By  EDGAR  GEIER,  S.F.M. 

There  is  a magic  word  which  brings 
glints  of  happiness  into  the  eyes  of  all 
Japanese.  It  is  hanami.  Hana  means 
‘flower’  and  mi  expresses  seeing  or  view- 
ing. Flower-viewing  is  considered  one  of 
the  exquisite  delights  of  springtime,  so 
much  so,  that  every  one  who  can  walk 
the  distance  to  the  local  park  will  cer- 
tainly spend  a half-day  in  a gay  flower- 
viewing mood  under  the  cherry  trees. 
Flower-viewing  means  visiting  places 
famous  for  cherry  trees  — no  other  flow- 
ers or  blossoms  are  in  the  same  class  at 
all.  We  never  say  we  view  roses,  chrysan- 
themums, or  azaleas.  If  we  use  the  word 
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Mount  Fuji,  winter's  home 


hanan  everyone  knows  we  are 
speaking  of  cherry  blossoms. 

It  is  quite  difficult  for  a for- 
eigner to  feel  the  wealth  of 
emotional  appeal  which  cherry 
blossoms  have  for  a Japanese.  In 
Japanese  culture,  nature  is  con- 
sidered not  so  much  a force  to 
be  used,  subjugated,  brought  un- 
der control  for  the  furtherance 
of  man’s  comfort,  but  is  regard- 
ed as  something  best  left  just  as 
it  is  for  contemplation  by  man 
in  search  of  aesthetic  delight. 
This  attitude  of  the  Japanese  is 
well  illustrated  by  their  regard 
for  the  cherry  tree  which  bears 
such  beautiful  blossoms.  I was 
quite  puzzled  the  first  time  I 
heard  that  the  cherry  tree  bears 
no  fruit  in  Japan.  To  the  prac- 
tical westerner  blossoms  are  all 
well  and  good  but  only  as  the 
first  stage  in  the  production  of 


the  fruit.  A Japanese  would  be 
shocked  to  hear  anyone  say  that 
a fruitful  tree  would  be  much 
more  advantageous.  With  his 
innate  love  of  nature  cultivated 
to  a high  degree,  the  beauty  of 
the  pink  blossoms  is  quite  suffi- 
cient justification  for  cultivating 
the  cherry  tree,  fruit  or  no  fruit! 

In  the  months  of  April  and 
May,  Japan  has  a blessed  cli- 
mate, more  easily  enjoyed  than 
described.  It  comes  close  to  what 
I imagine  the  weather  of  Eden 
was  before  the  Fall.  In  such  a 
climate,  cherry  blossoms  flourish 
and  without  doubt,  part  of  their 
attraction  comes  from  their  her- 
alding the  return  of  new  delicate 
life  after  a cold,  harsh  winter. 
But  the  allure  is  much  more 
than  merely  an  overdose  of 
spring  fever.  A stranger  finds  it 
almost  impossible  to  sense  this 
magic  himself;  but  from  descrip- 
tions by  Japanese  writers  of  what 
cherry  blossoms  mean  to  a Japa- 
nese, one  understands  that  in 
a very  real  way,  the  pink  beau- 
tifully-formed petals  speak  to 
them  of  a perfection  and  unsur- 
passed beauty  that  exists  some- 
where. 

The  perfume  of  the  blossom 
is  certainly  bewitching.  In  the 
parks  all  the  air  is  filled  with  it. 
My  most  vivid  memory  of  it  goes 
back  to  a time  I entered  a store 
on  the  Ginza  in  downtown  To- 
kyo. It  was  at  the  height  of  the 
season  and  the  interior  of  the 
store  was  decorated  with  large 
branches  of  the  cherry  tree;  all 
other  odours  were  submerged  in 
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the  scent  of  a thousand  blossoms. 

At  this  time  it  is  a custom  for 
the  employees  of  companies, 
pupils  of  schools,  and  other 
groups  to  go  on  picnics  to  some 
local  park.  We  have  several  such 
beauty  spots  near  our  parish  in 
Sasebo  and  each  year  the  parish- 
ioners try  to  organize  a parish 
picnic  and  excursion  to  one  of 
them.  Everyone  looks  forward 
excitedly  to  this  group  outing,  a 
fact  I came  to  realize  very  acute- 
ly when,  two  years  ago,  at  the 
height  of  the  cherry  blossom 
season  came  Palm  Sunday.  The 
Christians  talked  it  all  over  but 
most  of  them  felt  that  since  it 
was  Lent  and  especially  Holy 


Week,  they  shouldn’t  go.  The 
disappointment  was  quite  evi- 
dent and  an  unmistakable  cloud 
of  gloom  covered  many  faces 
when  we  announced  that  there 
would  be  no  picnic  that  year.  It 
was  a very  real  sacrifice  they 
made,  believe  me. 

As  might  be  expected,  our 
Catholics  fit  God’s  Mother  into 
all  this  beauty  and  crown  her 
Lady  of  the  Cherry  Blossoms, 
the  ethereal  form  and  scent  of 
the  petals  reminding  them  of  her 
loveliness  and  the  perfume  of 
her  sanctity. 

Come  over  and  visit  us  in 
cherry-blossom  time! 


In  the  Spring  it  is  customary  for  workers,  students,  and  other  groups  to  hold  picnics  in 
various  local  parks.  These  outings  are  fully  enjoyed  by  everyone.  Would  you  like  to  go? 
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MAY 

EVERY 

NATION 

PRAISE 

HER 


^ One  of  the  loveliest  and 
T.  most  fragrant  titles  given 
the  Mother  of  God  is  “Lady 
of  the  Cherry  Blossoms ” At 
once , the  sound  of  it  trans- 
ports us  in  spirit  to  the  land 
of  the  Rising  Sun.  Japan's 
millions  are  lovers  of  the 
beautiful  in  nature.  Because 
of  this  our  hopes  soar.  Some 
day  they  will  bow  down  in 
adoration  before  the  God  who 
created  all  the  beauty  that  so 
enraptures  them.  Then  will 
our  Lady  be  given  her  place 
in  the  nation's  heart,  a shrine 
which  in  its  glory  will  be  sur- 
passed by  none.  We  of  the 
West  have  spiritual  treasures 
we  must  share  with  our  fel- 
low-men of  the  East,  no  mat- 
ter what  the  cost  in  sacrifice. 
In , with,  and  through  our 
missionaries  we  can  discharge 
this  most  serious  and  preci- 
ous duty , that  of  extending  on 
earth  the  kingdom  of  Mary's 
divine  Son,  Christ  our  Lord. 


"NAME  CALLING"  and  "DIVERSION 


What  is  truth?  Never  in  our  history  was  there  a period  in  which 
that  question  was  more  vital  than  at  the  present  moment.  Day  after 
day  and  into  the  wee  small  hours  we  are  being  subjected  to  an  un- 
ceasing barrage  of  propaganda  ready  to  be  hurled  against  us  at  the 
turn  of  a television  dial.  Regard  for  truth  plays  little  or  no  part  in 
the  high  powered  promotional  schemes  of  the  purveyors  of  nostrums 
and  cure-alls,  medical,  political  or  social.  It  is  bad  enough  when 
such  promoters  simply  have  “something  to  sell”.  But  far  more  sinis- 
ter than  mere  superlative  misrepresentation  as  to  the  merits  of  this 
or  that  panacea  is  the  calculated  attempt  at  “group  action”  and 
“opinion  control”,  for  ulterior  motives  and  by  skilled  propagandists 
operating  in  the  interests  of  absolute  and  total  state  control.  Many 
people,  too  many  people,  are  completely  unaware  of  the  existence 
of  this  propaganda  department.  But  its  policy  is  well  summed  up 
by  one  of  the  best  of  them,  Federal  Propagandist  de  luxe,  Vienna- 
born  Edward  L.  Bernays,  nephew  of  Sigmund  Freud.  Here  it  is  and 
we  quote:  “The  conscious  and  intelligent  manipulation  of  the  habits 
and  opinions  of  the  Herd  must  be  done  by  experts  . . . the  invisible 
rulers  who  control  the  destinies  of  millions  . . . indoctrination  must 
be  subtle  ...  a redefinition  of  ethics  is  necessary .”  There  you  have 
it,  in  all  its  smug  and  brazen  effrontery,  the  platform  of  a veritable 
“Bureau  of  Emotional  Control”  for  you  and  me  and  the  rest  of  the 
common  Herd. 

Name  calling  and  diversion  are  listed  in  the  “guide  book”  as 
effective  methods  of  discrediting  the  opposition.  Ridicule,  too,  plays 
an  extremely  important  part.  Throw  enough  mud  and  some  of  it 
will  stick.  All  opponents  to  this  or  that  Fabian-Marxist-Socialist-Col- 
lectivist  scheme  are  crackpots,  fanatics,  “fuzzy-minded  nitwits”  emo- 
tional”. This,  above  all,  emotional.  Cleverly  have  they  succeeded  in 
identifying  “emotion”  as  synonymous  with  hysteria  or  complete 
irresponsibility.  All  too  effectively  has  the  name  calling  device  been 
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employed  against  some  of  the  greatest  and  most  patriotic  Americans 
of  our  generation.  All  those  who  try  to  alert  the  people  to  the  en- 
croachment of  the  Communist  conspiracy  are  “emotional"  and  to  me 
it  is  a source  of  never  ending  surprise  and  digust  to  encounter  good, 
sincere  but  ill-informed  people  who  have  come  to  regard  real  patriot- 
ism as  inimical  to  the  interests  of  the  country  and  real  patriots  as 
dangerous  public  enemies.  That  is  how  effective  the  propaganda 
barrage  has  proven  during  the  recent  and  most  critical  years  of  our 
history. 

I bring  this  up  at  this  particular  time  because  such  tactics  are  now 
being  employed  against  even  such  comparatively  insignificant  activi- 
ties as  articles  in  Scarboro  Missions  magazine.  Already,  from  differ- 
ent parts  of  the  country,  it  has  been  brought  to  my  attention  that 
some  of  our  readers  are  being  subjected  to  this  barrage.  About  one 
out  of  every  twenty  letters  I receive  stress  the  “hysteria”  of  articles 
against  Communism.  Why  is  it  hysteria?  Because  the  idea  that 
Communism  constitutes  any  threat  to  our  freedom  is  “a  purely 
imaginary  bugaboo”.  There  has  been  a slightly  different  approach 
in  attacking  articles  on  cancer  and  fluorination  of  public  water 
supplies.  This  is  tactic  number  two  — diversion.  Do  not  discuss 
the  intrinsic  merits  or  demerits  of  such  articles.  That’s  dynamite 
because  too  many  of  the  facts  are  incontestable.  Try  a different 
approach.  “Change  the  subject”.  Stress  tjie  unwisdom  and  the 
“dangers”  — whatever  they  may  be  — of  writing  articles  “that  have 
no  place  in  a mission  magazine”.  Include  a little  name  calling  for 
good  measure.  Such  little  epithets  as  “a  sensationalist”,  an  “alarm- 
ist”, one  of  “unsound  mind”  and  “a  disgrace  to  the  Catholic  Priest- 
hood”. Note  the  technique  of  evasiveness  of  the  real  issue.  Already 
the  “whisper”  is  going  the  rounds  that  I have  been  unfrocked. 
Inquiries  as  to  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  this  accusation  have  been 
received  by  myself,  by  Catholic  newspapers  and  by  our  Society.  The 
inquiries  are  from  good  people  who  are  “terribly  concerned”,  as 
well  they  might  be.  They  had  been  distributing  reprints  by  the 
tens  of  thousands  of  articles  on  Communism.  Perhaps  it  is  a good 
sign,  this  first  evidence  of  a smear.  It  means  that  somebdy  is  suf- 
fering from  the  impact  of  simple  truth  upon  the  “unthinking”  Herd 
and  this  must  be  stopped  because  too  much  of  it  may  cause  the  Herd 
to  stampede. 

There  is  no  need  to  waste  time  on  the  diatribes.  And  it  would 
be  an  insult  to  the  intelligence  of  our  readers  to  discuss  the  “buga- 
boo” of  Communist  infiltration.  But  let  us  face  this  charge  that 
such  articles  “have  no  place  in  a mission  magazine”.  There  are 
today  on  the  North  American  Continent  40,000,000  victims  of  the 
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a thing  of  beauty 

THE 

MARIAN 

SHRINE 

MITE-BOX 

for 

THE  FAMILY 


The  Marian  Shrine  mite-box 
is  a gentle  daily  reminder  that 
souls  in  faraway  lands  need  your 
love  and  guidance  to  find  God. 
And  remember,  you  need  them 
to  help  save  your  own  soul! 


Only  a letter  away,  you  can  have  this  beautiful  ensemble  add  to  the  CATHOLIC 
atmosphere  of  your  home  tomorrow. 

HOW? 

Just  PRINT  your  name  and  address  on  a piece  of  note-paper  and  mail  it  us. 

WHERE? 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  ROAD,  TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO. 


ANY  OLD  GOLD 
TODAY? 

When  we  turn  your  gold  to 
silver  we  send  Scarboro  Mission- 
aries urgently  needed  help.  Old 
gold  rings,  watch  fobs  and 
watches,  dental  fillings  — any- 
thing with  gold  in  it  — send 
along  today  to: 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON 


ROAD,  TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO. 


dread  disease  of  cancer,  10,000,000  having  been  added  to  that  appall- 
ing number  during  comparatively  recent  years.  The  vast  majority 
of  them  have  no  hope.  They  intimately  live  with  the  chilling  fear 
of  impending  doom.  Now  I happen  to  know  that  there  is  a cure  for 
cancer.  I would  not  make  that  statement  if  1 did  not  know.  I have 
met  many  people  who  have  been  cured.  I have  examined  hospital 
records,  biopsies,  pathological  reports  of  accredited  medical  institu- 
tions, fifteen  photostat  copies  of  which  are  at  the  moment  in  my 
possession.  In  every  case  the  diagnosis  was  cancer  and  in  every  case 
the  patient  was  cured.  I repeat  I know  all  this.  I have  it  in  my 
power  to  make  this  information  available  to  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  our  readers,  among  them  undoubtedly  many  victims  of  cancer. 
But  I must  not  “breathe  a word”  about  it.  Why?  Because  such 
articles  “have  no  place  in  a mission  magazine.”  Honestly,  I feel 
like  going  “emotional”.  This  brazen  indictment,  by  implication, 
of  a mission  magazine  or  a Mission  Society  is  as  subtle  as  it  is  inso- 
lent. It  is  tantamount  to  saying  that  missionary  organizations  must 
maintain  a supine  and  callous  and  heartless  disregard  for  suffering 
humanity  or  be  laid  open  to  the  charge  of  meddling  in  matters  that 
“are  none  of  their  business”.  I sincerely  hope  that  no  responsible 
person  will,  for  a moment,  ever  entertain  that  idea  that  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Missionary  Society  could  ever  sink  to  such  abysmal  depths 
of  unchristian  selfishness.  . . . “Humani  nil  a me  alienum  puto>’ . 
Nothing  that  concerns  the  welfare  of  humanity  can  I ever  bring 
myself  to  regard  as  foreign  to  me.  It  is  a matter  of  conscience  and 
were  I to  remain  silent,  to  forego  all  interest  in  our  suffering  fellow 
men  lest  an  expression  of  such  interest  jeopardize  the  welfare  of 
our  own  particular  field  of  endeavour,  then  should  I fear  to  meet 
my  God  in  judgment.  For  on  that  day  words  will  be  uttered  that 
might  well  strike  fear  into  the  heart  of  all  “indifferentists”  be  they 
ever  so  faithful  devotees  of  the  “protocol”  of  selfish  expediency.  “For 
I was  hungry  and  you  gave  me  not  to  eat;  I was  thirsty  and  you  gave 
me  not  to  drink.  I was  a stranger  and  you  took  me  not  in;  naked 
and  you  covered  me  not;  sick  and  in  prison  and  you  did  not  visit 
me.  . . . Amen  I say  to  you,  as  long  as  you  did  it  not  to  one  of 
these  least,  neither  did  you  do  it  to  me.”  Matt.  42-45.) 

# # # * 


During  the  thirty-five  years  that  I have  been  writing  for  our 
magazine  I have  never  before  had  occasion  to  indulge  in  any 
“ Apologia  pro  scriptis  suis”  and  once  this  issue  has  been  faced,  for 
the  benefit  of  our  sincere  readers  who  find  themselves  confused  by 
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subtle  propaganda,  I can  assure  you  that  you  will  never  see  another 
explanation  as  to  what  I write  or  why.  While  we  are  on  this  subject 
we  may  as  well  “cover  the  waterfront”  and  refer  to  the  other  matter 
“that  has  no  place  in  a mission  magazine”  the  question  of  compulsory 
mass  medication  of  public  water  supplies;  the  pet  project  of  the 
fluorine  cultists;  the  latest  “trial  balloon”  of  the  super-state-collec- 
tivists who  would  ensalve  us  body  and  soul.  I have  taken  the  trouble 
to  drive  thousands  of  miles  to  interview  the  country’s  outstanding 
experts  on  this  matter.  I have  learned  much  of  the  insidious  nature 
of  this  and  other  projected  schemes,  in  varying  degrees  of  “progress” 
at  the  moment,  schemes  that  represent  a concerted  drive  to  deprive 
us  of  our  freedom  and  wipe  out  all  vestiges  of  our  God-given  rights 
as  human  beings.  And  in  this  connection  let  me,  in  passing,  warn 
all  loyal  and  devoted  supporters  of  our  mission  Society  and  every 
other  Mission  Society,  that  if  “the  invisible  rulers  who  control  the 
destinies  of  millions”  (Bernays  quote)  succeed  in  all  their  designs 
for  proper  disposal  of  the  Herd , there  will  be  no  mission  societies  or 
no  mission  work  on  the  North  American  Continent  in  a matter  of 
not  too  many  years.  This  particular  mass  experimentation  is  but 
the  thin  edge  of  the  wedge.  If  an  apathetic  or  ill-informed  or  falsely- 
informed  public  takes  this  thing  lying  down  it  could  mean  the 
green  light  for  the  “experts”  who  manipulate  the  “habits  and 
opinions  of  the  Herd”  to  venture  into  realms  where  so  far  they 
have  not  dared  to  tread.  It  could  lead  to  mass  eugenics  and  mass 
euthanasia,  as  already  the  Mental  Health  Bill  that  has  passed  Con- 
gress and  is  soon  to  come  up  before  the  Senate  could  lead  to  mass 
deportation  of  political  dissidents  to  one  million  acre,  twelve  million 
dollar  “Siberia,  U.S.A.”  already  bought  and  paid  for  as  a “final 
resting  place”  for  those  who  are  to  be  designated  as  mentally  ill. 
What  place  has  this  subject  in  a mission  magazine?  I ask  you  to 
re-read  the  quotation  of  the  Holy  Father  that  appeared  at  the  head 
of  the  Crow’s  Nest  article  in  our  April  Magazine.  It  says  in  part: 
“The  Pope,  in  a speech  released  today  asserted  the  right  for  Catholic 
priests  to  pronounce  on  social  and  political  problems  which  un- 
doubtedly come  within  the  moral  sphere  . . . Totalitarianism  . . . 
and  the  secular  state  were  such  issues,  he  told  an  assembly  of  Cardi- 
nals and  Bishops  yesterday.”  The  Pope!  An  assembly  of  Cardinals 
and  Bishops!  Totalitarianism  and  the  secular  state!  Compulsory 
mass  medication  is  part  and  parcel  of  Totalitarianism  and  the  secu- 
lar state  and  its  efforts,  both  unconstitutional  and  immoral,  to  ride 
roughshod  over  the  God-given  and  inalienable  rights  of  human 
beings.  There  is  our  justification  and  there  is  the  end  of  our 
apologia  — forevermore. 
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LEAVE  BEHIND 


A LIVING  MONUMENT! 


Man’s  yearning  for  immor- 
tality has  a way  of  expressing 
itself  in  monuments  of  marble 
and  metal. 

You  can  leave  behind  a living 
monument  of  flesh  and  blood, 
another  Christ,  the  Catholic 
priest. 

At  the  altar  of  God  he  prays 
daily  for  you  and  your  loved 
ones.  Can  you  find  a surer, 
holier  way  to  be  remembered 
when  you  are  gone? 

Leave  behind  a living  monu- 
ment! Prepare  and  sustain  a 
Scarboro  Missionary  by  contri- 
buting to  the  Burse  Fund.  Only 
the  interest  on  such  a fund  is 
used;  the  principal  remains  in- 
tact. Burses  still  incompleted: 
Holy  Name 
St.  Joseph 
Little  Flower 
Immaculate  Heart 
Holy  Souls 
and  others 


Our  Address 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


The 

LITTLE 

FLOWER’S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Dear  J.  M’ers; 

There  is  a lady  I know  who  is  very  anxious  to  help  the  missions 
and  can’t  find  enough  people  to  work  with  her.  She  is  immensely 
wealthy,  does  many  good  turns  to  people  very  openly,  but  generally 
she  wants  to  give  the  credit  to  those  who  help  her;  she  even  lets 
them  pretend  that  what’s  hers,  is  their  own  to  give  away.  Reminds 
me  of  St.  Theresa  getting  a coin  from  her  father  to  give  to  a beggar. 
Remember  that  story  in  the  Little  Flower’s  life? 

Now,  I hope  none  of  you  will  scold  me  for  what  I did.  I told  this 
lady  that  our  Junior  Missionaries  would  be  ever  so  glad  to  help  her 
give  some  of  her  treasures  away.  That  really  pleased  her,  no  fooling. 

There’s  one  small  hitch,  however.  You  have  to  pay  a little  some- 
thing to  join  her  — well,  let’s  call  it  her  club.  Another  point  which 
I hope  you  won’t  mind;  you  must  give  her  something  of  your  own 
every  time  you  ask  for  something  for  yourself  or  someone  else. 

I should  tell  you  she  has  a son  of  whom  she  thinks  the  world. 
If  you  want  to  get  on  the  inside  track  of  her  good  graces,  you  just 
give  a little  gift  to  him  and  will  her  eyes  ever  shine! 

So,  get  busy  and  don’t  let  me  down.  Oh,  I almost  forgot  to  tell 
you  her  name  and  address.  It  is  the  Mother  of  God  and  she  lives 
in  heaven.  Her  treasures  are  graces  and  what  pleases  her  most  of  all 
from  you  are  acts  — not  just  words  — of  love  and  sacrifice. 
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CHAPTER  ELEVEN 


PRINCE  Of  KABU 


The  Great  Prince  Joseph  of 
Kabu  had  worked  for  many 
years  to  plant  the  seeds  of  the 
Gospel  in  the  hearts  of  the 
people.  After  many  years,  the 
people  had  come  to  under- 
stand that  the  seeds  of  their  faith 
were  from  a God,  Who  died  for 
them,  rose  again,  and  Who 
would  wait  for  them  until  they 
too  had  died. 

The  Prince  himself  had  begun 
to  feel  his  work  was  almost  com- 
pleted. He  had  read  all  the 
words  of  the  great  Book  to  his 
people  and  had  shown  them  how 
to  apply  this  wisdom  to  their 
own  lives.  Although  there  were 
still  many  poor  people  through- 
out the  land,  the  Prince  recon- 
ciled his  subjects  by  telling  them 
the  words  of  the  Holy  Man  of 
Jerusalem:  ‘The  poor  will  always 
be  with  you’.  There  was  only 
one  solution  to  this  problem; 
everyone  had  to  look  after  the 
poor,  and  help  them  to  reach  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

One  day  a strange  thing  hap- 
pened. The  Prince  had  been 
given  instructions  by  the  white 
Dove  who  appeared  to  him,  that 
he  and  his  people  were  to  await 
the  coming  of  a high  priest  from 
the  distant  land.  This  man 
would  bring  them  a greater  life 
than  they  had  ever  known. 

A few  days  after  the  Prince 


heard  this  message,  the  nightin- 
gale appeared  in  the  sky.  Her 
song  rang  throughout  the  land. 
Everyone  came  to  listen  to  her 
wonderful  news. 

“Across  the  plains  comes  a 
man  carrying  a Cross  of  Peace," 
she  warbled.  “High  over  the 
mountains  he  walks  to  the  land 
of  Kabu. 

The  trees  echoed  her  song  in 
the  forest;  the  other  beasts  of  the 
forest  carried  the  news  to  the 
farthest  corners  of  Kabu.  Soon, 
everyone  gathered  in  the  small 
village  and  awaited  the  arrival 
of  the  stranger. 

“Hurray!  Hurray!”  cheered 
the  people  as  the  dark-skinned 
man  approached.  “Hurray!” 

The  Prince  was  the  first  to 
greet  him. 

“Are  you  the  high  priest  sent 
to  us  by  the  white  Dove?”  he 
asked. 

“I  am  that  man,”  replied  the 
stranger.  “I  carry  the  Life  of  the 
Cross  to  the  world.  I bring  to 
you  the  Fruits  of  the  Gospel, 
from  which  you  have  already 
learnt  the  seeds  of  life.  These 
Fruits  contain  a life  which  all 
men  can  taste  here  on  earth. 
This  is  the  true  life,  taught  to 
us  by  the  Man  Who  died  on  the 
Cross.” 

The  people  looked  at  the 
stranger  with  curiosity;  they 
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wondered  where  he  kept  this 
‘life’. 

“This  life  is  in  the  Life  of  the 
Bread  and  Wine,”  he  continued. 

“But,  we  always  eat  bread  and 
drink  wine,”  a puzzled  voice 
cried  out,  “else  we  would  starve 
to  death.” 

“Yes,  I know,”  answered  the 
priest,  “ordinary  bread  and  wine 
gives  life  to  the  body.  But,  I 
have  the  power  to  change  bread 
and  wine  into  the  Body  and 
Blood  of  Christ;  He  is  the  Life 
of  the  soul.” 

“Now  I remember  the  words,” 
exclaimed  the  Prince,  “ ‘Unless 
you  eat  of  My  Flesh,  and  drink 
of  My  Blood,  you  shall  not  have 
Life  in  you’.  Until  now,  I never 
knew  from  whence  this  power 
came.” 

“This  power  was  given  to  me,” 
explained  the  priest,  “through 
the  line  of  Peter;  and  it  was 
given  to  Peter  by  Christ,  Who  is 
your  God.  Now,  my  children, 
you  must  prepare  yourself  for 
this  Life  by  prayer  and  pen- 
ance.” 

“What  a wondreful  mystery 
all  this  is!”  declared  the  Prince. 
“We  are  blessed  by  your  com- 
ing.” 

“Mysteries?”  yelled  the  Em- 
peror, ignoring  the  high  priest 
who  was  on  the  altar.  “What  is 
going  on  here?  Who  is  this 
stranger  with  all  the  mysteries?” 

The  wise  men  of  the  Council 
Chamber  were  even  more  dis- 
turbed. 

“How  can  that  piece  of  bread 
•be  the  body  of  a man?”  one  of 

Page  Twenty-six 


them  asked.  It’s  against  all  rea- 
son. I refuse  to  accept  it.” 

“My  children,”  the  priest  ad- 
dressed the  crowd  in  a gentle 
voice,  “how  else  can  a God  come 
to  all  His  people?  If  He  came 
to  you  in  His  glory,  you  would 
be  blinded  by  the  sight  of  His 
radiance.” 

“H-m-m-m,”  said  the  wise 
man.  “H-m-m-m,”  he  repeated 
again. 

“It  will  take  time,”  said  the 
priest,  “for  a mortal  to  under- 
stand something  of  the  mysteries 
of  the  Divine  because  they  are 
above  reason.  Try  to  believe  be- 
fore you  question.” 

“H-m-m-m,”  said  the  wise  man 
again. 

He  did  not  have  time  to  say 
‘h-m-m-m’  again,  because  a 
bright  light  suddenly  appeared 
over  his  head  as  the  priest  raised 
the  Body  and  Blood  of  Christ 
before  the  crowd.  The  wise  man 
threw  himself  on  his  knees. 

“Forgive  me,”  he  sobbed,  “for- 
give me,  my  God.  I was  in  dark- 
ness before.  Thank  you  for  your 
light.” 

When  everyone  else  saw  what 
had  happened,  they  too  cast 
themselves  on  their  knees,  and 
sang  the  praises  of  the  Lord  Who 
had  come  to  be  with  them.  At 
the  instruction  of  the  priest,  they 
came  forward  to  receive  the 
Bread  and  Wine.  Rich  and  poor 
alike  were  united  in  a common 
bond  of  prayer.  They  were  in 
communion  with  Christ  at  the 
first  Mass  ever  celebrated  in  the 
tiny  land  of  Kabu. 

SCARBORO 


JUNIOR  MISSIONARY  LETTERS 


Dear  Father  Jim: 

I am  nine  years  old  and  in  grade 
4.  I would  like  to  become  a member 
of  the  Little  Flower’s  Junior  Mission- 
aries. Please  send  me  a mite  box. 

Yours  truly, 

Elizabeth  Ennis, 

Nova  Scotia. 

Dear  Elizabeth: 

I have  enrolled  you  as  a member 
of  the  Little  Flower’s  Junior  Mission- 
aries. Your  membership  card  and  mite 
box  have  been  sent. 

I am  sure  you  will  be  a good  mem- 
ber and  will  do  much  for  souls. 

Pray  for  me. 

Father  Jim. 

* * 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  very  much  to  become 
a member  of  the  Little  Flower’s 
Junior  Missionaries.  1 am  twelve  years 
old.  Please  send  me  a mite  box.  1 
will  also  save  stamps. 

Yours  sincerely, 
Bridget  Smart, 
Newfoundland. 

Dear  Bridget: 

You  surely  may  become  a member 
of  our  Mission  Society  and  we  will 
send  you  a mite  box. 

Your  interest  in  the  missions  is  cer- 
tainly appreciated. 

If  you  will  send  me  your  proper 
address  I will  send  you  a membership 
card. 

God  love  you, 

Father  Jim. 

* * * 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I was  wondering  if  1 may  join  the 
Junior  Missionaries.  I am  enclosing 
one  dollar  for  a subscription  to  Scar- 
boro  Missions. 

Your  friend 
Bill  Fitzpatrick 
Ontario. 

Dear  Bill: 

Thank  you  for  your  subscription. 


You  may  indeed  become  a member  of 
the  Junior  Missionaries.  You  will  be 
sent  a membership  card  and  also  a 
mite  box. 

Pray  for  the  missions  each  day  es- 
pecially for  the  priests  working  in  the 
Philippines. 

Goodbye  now  and  God  love  you. 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

We  have  always  wanted  to  become 
members  of  your  Junior  Missionaries 
and  and  now  we  are  writing  to  ask 
for  a mite  box  to  save  our  pennies  in 
to  help  the  missionary  priests. 

Please  say  a prayer  for  our  daddy 
who  is  sick.  We  always  remember 
you  in  our  prayers. 

Yours  respectfully, 

John  and  Patrick  Dalton 
Newfoundland. 

Dear  John  and  Patrick: 

I have  enrolled  you  both  as  mem- 
bers of  the  Junior  Missionaries.  You 
will  be  very  good  members  I know. 
Your  good  intentions  will,  I am  sure, 
accomplish  much  for  the  missions. 

I will  be  glad  to  pray  for  your  dear 
daddy.  Thank  you  for  your  prayers 
for  us. 

God  bless  you. 

Father  Jim. 

* * * 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

Please  send  me  a mite  box.  I am 
eight  years  old.  I read  the  Scarboro 
Mission  magazine  every  month. 

Your  little  friend, 
Mary  Jo  Miller. 

Dear  Mary  Jo: 

I am  glad  to  do  as  you  ask.  I am 
also  enrolling  you  as  a member  of 
The  Little  Flower’s  Junior  Mission- 
aries. You  will  be  sent  a membership 
card. 

God  love  you, 

Father  Jim. 
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PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES 
Made  only  for  Scarboro  Missions 

When  our  Lady  appeared  at  Fatima  on  May 
13,  1917,  she  was  suffused  with  light  and  the 
density  of  this  light  gave  to  the  edges  of  her 
garment  the  appearance  of  gold  striping.  She 
was  translucent  but  not  transparent. 

The  authentic  Fatima  statue  - — - made  in  Can- 
ada for  the  Scarboro  Mission  Society  only  — is 
reproduced  from  a model  made  by  the  renowned 
Portuguese  sculptor,  Jose  Thedim  who  carved 
the  famous  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  pictured  here 
and  which  is  still  touring  the  United  States. 

If  it  is  the  Scarboro  Statue,  it  is  authentic! 

Sizes  and  Prizes 


14" $ 5.00 

*26"  30.00 

*50" 150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


*Plus  Freight  from  Montreal 

Information  about  outdoor  statues  sent  on 
request. 

LADY  OF  THE 
HOLY  ROSARY 


SCARBORO'S 

May  Special  in  Color 

PILGRIMAGE 
TO  FATIMA 


A half-hour  visit  to  this  famous  spot 
in  Portugal.  Narrated  by  Bob  Con- 
sidine  and  Claire  Boothe  Luce.  Out- 
standing movie  fare.  Running  time: 
30  minutes;  rental  $10.00  per  each 
showing. 


FILM  LIBRARY 

"THE  SECRET  CONCLAVE" 

( 1 6mm) 

English  Dialogue  Length  60  min. 

"THE  GIRL  FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

English  titles:  Italian  dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes  (16mm) 

"NEVER  TAKE  NO  FOR 
AN  ANSWER" 

( 16  and  35mm) 

In  English  Length:  90  minutes 


For  bookings  and  rates , address  inquiries  to: 

REV.  ROLAND  ROBERTS,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  WAlnut  1-0013 


tSl/ff// 

and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


A distinguished  dignitary  of  the 
church  had  been  warned  by  his 
physician  that  he  needed  both  exer- 
cise and  a hobby  for  the  sake  of  his 
health.  He  suggested  golf  and  the 
minister  dutifully  bought  a set  of 
clubs  and  started  lessons  at  the  local 
club. 

At  the  local  golf  club,  the  pro  de- 
cided he  would  give  his  pupil  a play- 
ing lesson.  He  teed  up  the  ball, 
handed  the  minister  a driver  and 
awaited  results. 

The  first  swing  was  a complete 
miss.  “Oh,  my  goodness,”  murmured 
the  chagrined  golfer. 

He  tried  three  more  swings,  each 
one  hitting  several  inches  behind  the 
ball.  On  the  next  try,  a divot  came 
flying  up.  The  disgusted  minister 
glared  at  the  ball  muttering  “Tut, 
tut.” 

The  instructor  shook  his  head. 
“Reverend,”  he  said,  “you’ll  never 

learn  to  play  golf  with  them  words!” 
— A.  M.  A.  Journal 

jjs  sj:  sj: 

Since  the  history  teacher  planned  to 
discuss  “The  Puritans  in  America” 
that  day,  she  opened  the  class  with 
the  question: 

“Does  anyone  know  what  people 

were  punished  in  stocks?” 

A precocious  voice  trilled:  “Small 
investors.” 

— N.Y.  Times  Magazine 

* * sfs 

To  live  happily  in  the  country  one 
must  have  the  soul  of  a poet,  the 
mind  of  a philosopher,  the  simple 
tastes  of  a hermit — and  a good  car. 

— Nuggets 


“Young  man,”  said  the  angry  father 
from  the  head  of  the  stairs,  “didn’t  I 
hear  the  clock  strike  four  when  you 
brought  my  daughter  home?” 

“You  did,”  admitted  the  boy.  “It 
was  going  to  strike  eleven,  but  I grab- 
bed it  and  held  the  gong  so  it  wouldn’t 
disturb  you.” 

The  father  muttered:  “Dawgone! 
Why  didn’t  I think  of  that  in  my  day!” 
— Texas  Outlook 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

“Well,  darling,”  said  the  little  boy’s 
mother  as  he  walked  into  the  kitchen, 
“were  you  a good  boy  at  school  to- 
day?” 

“Sure,”  answered  the  lad.  “How 
much  trouble  can  you  get  into  stand- 
ing in  a corner  all  day?” 

— E.  E.  Kenyon 

❖ sjs  ❖ 

It’s  no  use  crying  over  spilt  milk. 
It  only  makes  it  salty  for  the  cat. 

— Exec’s  Digest 

■e  * * 

“That  Santa  Claus  guy  sure  messed 
up  this  deal,”  said  the  draftee. 

“What’s  the  beef?”  asked  his  buddy. 

The  draftee  explained,  “Fifteen 
years  ago  I asked  for  a soldier  suit  — 
and  now  I get  it.” 

— Automotive  Dealer  News 

sj:  sj:  sj: 

The  makers  of  French  cultural 
films  made  a movie  in  the  Congo. 
When  they  returned  to  Paris  they  told 
of  an  almost  undiscovered  tribe  that 
lived  there  and  was  completely  wild. 
“Those  people  don’t  even  pay  taxes!” 
one  commented. 

“Well,  then,”  inquired  actor  Fer- 
nandel,  “what  are  they  so  wild  about?” 

— Quote 
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ODE  TO  CATCHUP 

You  shake,  'n  hit,  'n  thump  the  bottle; 
First,  none'll  come,  and  then  a lot'll. 


A visitor  to  Harbour  Island  tells  of 
a successful  venture. 

OPERATION 

-TOMATO 

By  SIDNEY  DYMOND 

On  a small  island  about  60 
miles  north-east  of  Nassau  in  the 
Bahamas,  a unique  experiment 
in  Credit  Union  work  is  being 
carried  out.  After  he  took  charge 
of  Harbour  Island,  Fr.  John  Mc- 
Goey  organized  a Credit  Union 
in  his  parish,  and  when  sufficient 
members  had  joined  to  provide 
some  money,  it  was  decided  to 
invest  that  money  in  tomatoes 
to  be  bottled  and  sold  to  the 
native  population.  Most  of  the 
people  on  the  island  use  a toma- 
to sauce,  similar  to  our  canned 
tomatoes,  in  their  daily  cooking. 
Since  all  canned  goods  must  be 
imported,  store  supplies  of  this 
sauce  invariably  run  out  be- 
tween seasons.  The  island  of 
Eleutera,  only  3 miles  from  Har- 


bour Island,  is  the  Holland 
Marsh  of  the  Bahamas,  so  Fr. 
Jack  made  arrangements  for 
some  of  the  fishermen  members 
of  the  Credit  Union  to  buy  toma- 
toes directly  from  the  farmers  on 
Eleuthera  and  bring  them  by 
sail-boat  to  Harbour  Island. 

But  first  the  bottles  had  to  be 
prepared,  and  under  the  able 
guidance  of  the  three  Sisters  of 
Charity  who  teach  them,  the 
school  children  went  on  a trea- 
sure hunt  for  empty  beer  bottles. 
From  vacant  lots,  backyards, 
beaches;  by  wheelbarrow,  bas- 
ket and  cardboard  carton,  bot- 
tles were  trundled  to  the  new 
church  hall  in  what  was  seem- 
ingly a never  ending  procession 
of  small  children.  A prize  had 
been  promised  to  the  child 
bringing  the  most,  but  keeping 
track  proved  such  a hopeless  task 
that  an  ice-cream  party  for  all 
provided  a better  solution. 

Inside  the  hall,  the  washing 
of  the  bottles  went  on  for  days. 
Priests,  nuns,  mothers,  children 
and  mere  passersby  sat  around 
washtubs,  and  with  cold  water, 
detergent  and  brushes,  scrubbed 
out  muck  that  had,  in  many 
cases,  been  collecting  for  years. 
Then  the  bottles  were  rinsed  in 
cold  water  and  lined  up  for 
bottling. 

The  same  tubs  served  to  wash 
the  tomatoes  which  were  then 
weighed,  cut  in  quarters  and  put 
through  a hand  mincer  attached 
to  a long  wooden  table.  From 
the  mincer,  which  takes  only 
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A group  of  children  are  readied  by  one 
of  the  Sisters  for  field  operations. 

one  tomato  at  a time , the  sauce 
ran  into  a wooden  trough,  was 
salted  and  funnelled  into  the 
bottles.  After  the  nuns  had 
been  helping  with  this  work  for 
a time,  their  white  habits  looked 
as  though  they  were  being  worn 
by  someone  who  had  just  walked 
out  of  a particularly  gory  opera- 
tion in  a hospital  operating 
room.  The  bottles  were  capped 
and  put  in  water  in  an  old  oil 
drum  which  rested  on  concrete 
blocks  over  a decrepit  coal-oil 
stove;  the  drum  was  topped  with 
a piece  of  tin  held  in  place  by 
the  ubiquitous  washtub  and  the 
whole  was  painstakingly  brought 

Few  industries  had  to  start  with  such 
basic  boiler  equipment,  but  Harbour 
Island's  making  history. 

to  a boil.  After  being  boiled  for 
half  an  hour  and  then  cooled, 
the  bottles  were  stored  in  a cup- 
board in  the  hall  to  await  sale  at 
a shilling  each. 

Original  plans  called  for  10,- 
000  bottles  but  a shortage  of 
tomatoes  caused  by  a drought  on 
Eleuthera  brought  the  1956  win- 
ter operation  to  an  end  after 
3,000  bottles  were  filled.  These 
should  show  sufficient  profit  to 
prove  that  native  industry  and 
ingenuity  can  pay,  and  there  is 
no  doubt  that  the  beauty  of  the 
island  has  been  enhanced  by  the 
general  cleaning  up  of  empties. 


Fr.  Paul  Pendergast  and  co-worker  prepare 
to  sluice  the  juice.  The  whole  process 
spells  out  another  Scarboro  enterprise. 
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WHAT  OF  THEIR  FUTURE? 


Thousands  of  girls  and  boys 
will  soon  graduate  from  the 
schools  of  our  great  country. 

WHAT  OF 

THEIR  FUTURE? 

PARENTS: 

Have  you  given  them  a love  for 
and  understanding  of  Christian 
living? 

Have  you  implanted  in  them  a 
seeded  habit  of  prayer? 

Have  you  made  them  conscious 
of  what  God  requires  of  them  if 
peace  is  to  come  in  our  day? 


Continue  their  Christian  formation  by  urging  them  to  study 

Mary's  requests  made  at  Fatima  in  1917.  Present  them  with  the  simple 

and  clear  analysis  of  our  Lady's  message  as  explained  in 

Fr.  D.  Stringer's  book  "Her  Plan  For  Peace",  which  also  contains  fifteen 

meditations  on  the  Rosary.  Price  $2.00  postpaid. 


- — Order  from  — 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


%wT  4 HER  plan  for  peace  t %DWIT 


SCARBORO 


Toronto,  Ont. 


MISSIONS 


June,  1956 


he  winds  are  lighter  now 
pon  my  cheek: 
he  skies  are  bluer  now 
t heaven’s  peak: 
he  songster’s  here  again 
pon  the  lawnf 

eturned  from  warmer  climes 
Zith  spring’s  new  dawn: 

I he  trees  are  tender  green 
Zith  leaves  new-born 
hat  dance  like  elfin  folk 
t early  morn <. 
he  voice  of  Life  is  heard 
i all  the  land: 

!fie  gift  of  spring  is  giv’n 
irom  God’s  own  hand . 


BE  REMEMBERED  BY 


A LIVING  MONUMENT! 


To  be  remembered  . . . That  is  the  hope  of  the  human  heart.  Be  it  an  Eiffel  tower 
or  a simple  plaque  on  a wall,  all  monuments  express  this  hunger  for  remembrance. 


YOU  can  raise  a LIVING  monument  to 
your  name,  ANOTHER  CHRIST,  a 
Catholic  priest! 


You  can  do  this  by  creating,  or  con- 
tributing to,  a burse  of  $5000.00  for  the 
preparation  of  a missionary  priest — many 
missionary  priests. 


You  see,  the  work  of  a burse  does  not 
stop  with  the  readying  of  just  ONE 
priest;  it  goes  on  and  on  because  only 
the  interest  on  the  "money-monument"  is 
used. 


We  shall  be  pleased  to  answer  your 
enquiries  for  further  information.  In  the 
meantime  here  is  a select  list  of  burses 
for  your  consideration. 


Sacred  Heart  Holy  Name 

Immaculate  Heart  Little  Flower 
St.  Joseph  Holy  Souls 


Our  Address 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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EDITORIAL 


Learn  of  Me  . . . without  Me  you 
can  do  nothing. — Jesus  Christ 


In  one  essential  element  all  delinquents,  juvenile  or  adult,  meet. 
All  are  agreed  that  in  any  specific  act  its  dbjective  appeared  as  some- 
thing desirable,  something  good,  at  least  in  the  moment  of  doing. 
Immediately  the  question  arises:  why  did  this  particular  something 
appear  good?  Because  it  was  thought  so. 

It  is  what  is  in  the  mind  that  leads  the  will  to  act.  Therefore,  if 
you  are  going  to  succeed  in  the  matter  of  right  willing  you  must 
attack  the  obstacles  to  right  thinking.  You  must  examine  the  source 
and  content  of  your  knowledge.  In  this  process  you  will  have  to  pick 
and  choose  what  will  obtain  for  you  the  best  results. 

What  is  the  only  knowledge  worthwhile?  That  through  which  you 
can  achieve  your  destiny.  And  what  is  this  destiny?  To  know,  love, 
and  serve  God  here  on  earth  and  to  be  happy  with  Him  forever  in 
heaven. 

Nothing,  absolutely  nothing  in  this  life  is  of  the  slightest  value  or 
of  any  worth  if  you  fail  in  this. 

No  one  can  become  Christ-like  not  knowing  Him.  And  no  one 
will  get  to  know  Him  unless  by  “hearing”  about  Him. 

Obstacles  to  seeking  and  to  following  such  knowledge  to  its  logical 
conclusion  — love  of  God  — will  become  clearer  to  you  and  thus  more 
intelligently  battled. 

These  obstacles  are  not  insurmountable  in  themselves;  you  have 
Christ’s  word  for  that.  Formidable  ones,  like  avoiding  serious  occa- 
sions of  sin;  trivial  ones,  like  denying  oneself  the  pleasure  of  a tele- 
vision show  in  order  to  read  or  study;  whatever  they  may  be  can  be 
overcome  by  grace-powered  good  will. 

During  this  month  of  June  read  or  have  read  to  you  at  least  one 
complete  account  of  Him;  there  are  four  of  them  in  your  New  Testa- 
ment. You  will  then  understand  the  truth  that  to  know  Him  is  to 
love  Him.  Then  and  then  only,  will  you  be  readied  to  get  on  with 
achieving  the  goal  because  then  you  will  have  come  to  understand 
the  how. 


PLEASE  PRAY  FOR 

Mr.  Dan  O'Grady,  brother  of  Scarboro's  Fr.  Francis  O'Grady,  who 
died  recently. 
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'LEST  WE  FORGET"  SERIES 


CRUCIFIXION 


IN  CHINA 


Recently  a number  of 
lay  Catholics  arrived  in 
Hongkong  from  Shanghai 
with  a few  Protestants  and 
Russian  Orthodox.  A 1 1 
were  witnesses  of  the  latest 
happenings  and  their  testi- 
mony is  the  more  valuable 
to  us  because  it  comes  from 
people  Of  various  national- 
ities, of  many  different  re- 
ligions and  of  all  social 
categories.  They  were  all 
in  agreement  and  equiva- 
lently repeated  what  a 
Swede  proclaimed  to  a 
group  of  journalists  when 
he  arrived  at  the  frontier: 
“I  am  a Protestant  but  I 
tip  my  hat  to  the  Catholic 
Church:  the  attitude  of  the 
Catholics  in  Shanghai  is 
admirable.” 

A Russian  Orthodox 
lady  was  explicit  in  ex- 
pressing her  admiration: 
“Only  God  can  give  these 
Christians  so  much 
strength  in  their  sufferings. 
A brutal  death  seems  more 
sweet  to  me  than  the  long 


daily  martyrdom  that  they 
must  endure.  I am  not 
speaking  only  of  those  who 
are  rotting  in  prisons  but 
also  of  those  at  home  in  so- 
called  liberty.  There  is  the 
constant  surveillance  not 
only  by  the  regular  police 
but  also  of  that  special 
type  of  police  that  is  made 
up  of  civilians— of  a given 
quarter  or  of  a particular 
street— who  to  save  their 
own  skins  are  obliged  to 
inform  on  others.  I know 
entire  groups  of  Chinese 
Sisters  — Auxilliatrices, 
Franciscans,  Little  Sisters 
of  the  Poor  and  others— 
who  are  living  in  extreme 
want  because  they  refuse 
to  give  a signature  which 
they  think  would  be 
blameworthy.  I am  not  a 
Roman  Catholic  but  I 
assure  you  that  I did  all  I 
could,  unhappily  very  little 
in  fact,  to  alleviate  the 
sufferings  of  these  poor 
people.  I am  so  upset  when 
I think  of  all  these  Christ- 


M IS  SION  S 
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ians  reduced  to  the  state  of 
pariahs  because  they  refuse  to 
deny  their  faith.  How  is  it  that 
such  a thing  is  possible  in  the 
20th  century?” 

Here  is  the  story  of  a young 
man  who  was  in  Red  China  only 
a few  days  ago. 

“I  am  20  years  old,  an  Asiatic 
(non-Chinese)  Catholic.  I was 
born  in  Shanghai  and  I speak 
like  a Chinese.  All  my  friends 
are  Catholic  Chinese  with  whom 
I studied.  I can  affirm  that  only  a 
very  small  number,  either  out  of 
fear  or  lassitude,  have  ‘gone  over 
to  the  other  side.’  The  bloc  on 
the  whole  remains  solid.  The 
people  are  absolutely  faithful  to 
Bishop  K i u n g (imprisoned 
Bishop  of  Shanghai)  and  to 
Holy  Church.  Humanly  speaking 
their  situation  is  a desperate 
one,  chased  as  they  are  from 
schools  and  universities,  without 
the  possibility  of  finding  the 
least  employment  because  they 
are  classed  as  anti-revolution- 
aries. I really  do  not  know  how 
they  can  survive  for  long.  Not  a 
single  member  of  the  Legion  of 
Mary  is  free  in  Shanghai.” 

The  following  is  the  report  of 
a fifty  year  old  man. 

“I  am  an  engineer.  I am  a 
Catholic.  My  family  emigrated 
from  Europe  to  China  and  I 
spent  all  my  life  in  Shanghai. 
(He  repeated  more  or  less  what 


others  said  about  obligatory 
meetings.)  What  you  have 
heard  about  the  public  trials  of 
Bishop  Kiung  is  true.  Only,  I 
think  there  were  more  than  two. 
There  were  several  at  which  five 
or  six  priests  were  on  the  plat- 
form, priests  that  were  brought 
from  prisons  for  the  occasion.  I 
however,  affirm  that  Bishop 
Kiung  was  present  at  all  of 
them.” 

In  Communist  newspapers 
there  was  a declaration  said  to 
have  been  written  by  the  Clergy 
of  Shanghai  against  Bishop 
Kiung.  If  I am  not  mistaken 
there  were  75  “signatures”  of 
priests  on  it.  The  correspondent 
asked  the  engineer  whether  he 
knew  anything  about  it. 

“Certainly,”  he  answered, 
“and  I assure  you  that  my 
family  and  I were  troubled  by 
it  in  the  beginning.  How  was  it 
possible  that  the  clergy  that 
acclaimed  him  yesterday  could 
be  in  league  against  him  now 
that  he  is  in  prison?  We  have 
now  received  information  and 
we  are  certain  that  it  was  an 
imposture  and  a forgery.  We 
secretly  questioned  some  of  the 
priests  whose  names  were  on  the 
bottom  of  the  document.  We 
did  not  wish  to  receive  the  Sac- 
raments from  their  hands.  They 
asserted  with  indignation  that 
they  had  never  signed  it. 


Fides — New  York. 


“WHO  IS  LIKE  TO  GOD?" 

If  St.  Michael  came  now  to  repeat  his  ancient  question,  the  martyrs  in  China  would 
need  no  words  to  answer.  But  what  of  so  many  of  our  modern  political  scientists  and 
their  theories  of  co-existence  with  atheistic  materialists? 
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Sturdy  folk  from  Spain  who  will 
add  to  the  glorious  tradition  of 
their  ancestors. 


COLUMBUS 

SAILS 

AGAIN 


by  WILLIAM  McNABB,  S.F.M. 

History  repeats  itself.  Once 
again  Spaniards  are  discovering 
America.  It  is  said  that  about 
500,000  come  each  year  to  Latin 
America  as  immigrants.  And 
Santo  Domingo  has  begun  to  re- 
ceive its  share  also.  Groups  have 
been  arriving  for  more  than  a 
year,  so  that  now  they  number 
in  the  thousands.  This  move- 
ment is  being  sponsored  by  the 
Dominican  government. 

Azua  is  one  of  the  places 
designated  for  them.  The  gov- 
ernment has  built  dozens  of 
homes  for  the  immigrants, 
houses  built  of  sheets  of  cement 
and  asbestos.  This  type  of  dwell- 
ing is  an  experiment  in  solving 
the  housing  problem;  it  is  cheap 
and  easy  to  construct,  being 
made  up  of  large  sheets,  in  the 
style  of  plywood,  prestwood, 
etc.,  whose  composition  is  cement 
and  asbestos.  It  cari  be  sawn 


MISSIONS 


nailed,  etc.  It  has  the  advantage 
of  being  waterproof,  wormproof 
and  fireproof,  all  very  important 
qualifications  in  this  country  of 
great  rains,  and  many  insects. 
Canadians  can  be  proud  that 
Canada  has  its  share  in  the 
making  of  this  product,  since 
Canada  is  the  world’s  largest 
producer  of  asbestos. 


Youth  faces  the  future  in  a new  world 
with  faith  and  courage. 


But  to  get  back  to  the  Span- 
iards; let’s  visit  among  them  to 
find  out  who  they  are,  and  why 
they  came. 

Here  is  the  house  of  Afrodicio 
Ortega  Ruiz,  age  37  years;  he  is 
married  and  has  two  children. 
In  Spain  he  was  employed  at 
various  jobs,  once  as  a second- 
hand dealer,  another  time  as  a 
radio-repair  man.  He  bought  a 
piece  of  land  to  become  a far- 
mer, but  the  drought  caught 
him  and  the  venture  failed.  He 
then  became  a commercial  re- 
presentative. Finally,  he  decided 
to  try  his  luck  in  the  New 
World,  and  so  came  to  the 
Dominican  Republic.  He  left 
behind  his  father,  mother  and 
brothers  and  sisters.  His  wife 
also  said  goodbye  to  her  parents 
and  relatives  to  come  to  the 
great  Americas. 

His  new  home  is  typical  of 
the  others.  It  is  small,  with  a 
tiny  porch  as  part  of  the  main 
entrance.  From  the  combina- 
tion parlour  and  dining-room, 
we  can  see  the  three  bedrooms, 
which  all  open  onto  a parlour, 
and  in  the  back  there  is  a kit- 
chen. As  yet  the  house  has  no 
running  water  or  electricity,  but 
as  they  have  only  been  put  up  a 
short  time  these  things  can  be 
brought  in  later. 

The  majority  of  the  immi- 
grants in  Azua  are  single  men, 
from  the  real  young— 19  and 
20  to  the  older  ones  in  their  late 
thirties.  Here  is  Francisco  Gon- 
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zalez,  only  19,  who  left  his 
mother  and  brothers  and  sisters 
in  Spain,  where  they  look  after 
the  little  piece  of  land  they  own. 
He  has  come  to  America  to  seek 
his  fortune,  as  have  the  Irish, 
Scotch  and  English  for  so  many 
years.  His  hopes  are  like  theirs 
— hopes  of  amassing  money 
quickly  enough  to  retire  and 
perhaps  return  to  Spain.  But 
like  them,  he  will  probably  get 
married  here  and  settle  down  for 
life  to  raise  his  family. 

Here  is  an  older  man,  Jose 
Billerino,  a farmer.  He  came 
over  in  the  hope  of  making  suffi- 
cient to  provide  for  his  family 
in  real  comfort.  As  his  wife  is 
still  in  Spain,  he  wants  to  earn 
money  enough  to  bring  her  to 
Santo  Domingo  soon. 

In  this  other  house,  there  are 


six  young  men,  all  single.  They 
were  labourers  in  Spain,  doing 
jobs  of  all  kinds. 

What  brings  them  to  Azua? 
It  happens  that  there  is  a con- 
siderable amount  of  land  here- 
abouts that  has  been  abandoned 
because  of  a shortage  of  water 
for  irrigation.  But  the  govern- 
ment hopes  to  supply  water  by 
using  modern  machinery  to 
pump  it  from  wells.  The  land 
is  good,  but  dry  as  a desert  for 
much  of  the  year.  With  proper 
irrigation,  however,  it  should 
produce  good  crops. 

At  any  rate,  may  these  adven- 
turers who  are  going  through 
some  of  the  difficulties  of 
pioneers,  have  your  good  pray- 
ers, and  may  God  bless  this  new 
imigration  movement  to  Santo 
Domingo. 


Strong  and  willing,  these  newcomers  to  the  Dominican  Republic  are  ready  to  meet 
the  challenge  of  the  new  world. 
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LET'S 

VISIT 

A 

JAPANESE 

HOME 


Come  over  to  Japan,  folks,  it’s 
the  best  way  to  get  straightened 
out  in  your  thinking  about  this 
country.  Take  the  simple  mat- 
ter of  houses.  Perhaps  you,  like 
me,  have  thought  the  Japanese 
live  in  flimsy  affairs  that  a good 
stiff  breeze  would  ruin.  Per- 
haps Hollywood  should  shoulder 
some  of  the  blame  for  our  mis- 
conception! 

Many  — perhaps  most  — of  the 
houses  here  are  erected  with 
wooden  frames  and  topped  with 


tile  roofs.  Or,  if  they  are  in  the 
country,  they  will  have  a cover- 
ing of  rice  straw.  All  in  all  they 
remind  me  of  country  houses  I 
have  seen  in  England.  There 
are  no  basements,  the  frame- 
work resting  on  a stone  or  ce- 
ment block  foundation.  The 
whole  ensemble  looks  unsteady, 
and  rather  weather-beaten  since 
the  exterior  is  rarely  painted. 

The  floors  are  covered  with 
tatami  — rice  straw  again!  These 
mats  are  some  two  inches  thick 
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View  of  section  of  well-to-do  Japanese  home  facing  on  garden.  Costumes  and  customs 
of  East  and  West  are  gradually  fusing  in  many  respects. 


and  their  use  prevents  the  wear- 
ing of  shoes  in  the  house;  soft- 
soled  slippers  are  put  on  by  fam- 
ily and  guests  alike  when  they 
enter. 

A shoji  would  be  called  a slid- 
ing door  by  us.  It  is  made  of 
paper  and  a light  wooden  frame. 
The  paper  is  often  of  a very 
high-grade  quality  with  attrac- 
tive designs  printed  on  it.  There 
is  no  handle  on  the  shoji ; a sort 
of  slot  is  cut  out  of  the  frame, 
thus  giving  the  finger-tips  a spot 


to  grip.  It  also  provides  an 
aperture  to  look  through  to  see 
who  is  coming  in.  Since  polite- 
ness requires  that  the  one  open- 
ing the  door  do  so  while  squat- 
ting, the  slot  is  put  only  about 
three  feet  from  the  floor.  The 
height  of  any  door  is  about  five 
and  a half  feet,  the  overall 
height  of  the  ceilings  about  six 
feet.  Until  the  hapless  tall  per- 
son gets  the  habit  of  ducking 
automatically,  he  suffers  a great 
deal  from  head  pains! 
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Portable  oil-heater  helps  keep  one  warmer  in  the  cold  season. 


The  large  room  you  enter  is 
rather  bare  of  western  furniture. 
No  chairs,  for  instance.  You 
are  given  a zabuton  (cushion) 
on  which  you  squat.  A low 
table  is  at  your  elbow  if  tea  is 
to  be  served.  A thoughtful  host 
will  invite  a newcomer  in  his 
country  to  sit  Indian  fashion 
which  is  far  less  agonizing  than 
sitting  a la  japonaise! 

Some  houses  have  a pit  in  the 
large  rooms  — a sort  of  sunken 
heating  unit.  At  the  bottom  of 
this  pit  — it  is  rather  shallow  — 
is  placed  a hibachi,  a type  of 
charcoal  brazier.  The  hibachi 
can  be  made  of  mulberry  or 
persimmon  wood,  of  porcelain 
or  of  bronze.  A big  one  would 
be  two  feet  square.  Sand  is  put 
into  it  and  lighted  charcoal  on 
top  of  that  again.  If  you  hang 
your  feet  too  far  down  over  the 
edge  of  this  pit  you  end  up  with 
a hot  foot! 

Besides  the  shoji  many  Japan- 


ese houses  have  shutters  — 
called  amados  or  rain  doors  — 
which  consist  of  panes  of  glass 
in  a framework.  In  the  rainy 
weather  they  are  used  to  per- 
form a service  similar  to  that 
given  by  our  double  windows. 
They  are  kept  in  a box-like 
container  which  holds  about 
seven  of  them.  When  needed, 
they  are  pulled  out  somewhat 
in  the  manner  of  razor  blades 
out  of  a dispenser. 

As  you  look  around  the 
room,  you  notice  pictures,  curios 
and  ornaments  that  are  quite 
different  from  anything  we  have 
ever  seen  before.  Pictures  are 
hung  in  a certain  order.  The 
principal  one  hangs  in  the  toko- 
noma,  (the  holy  of  holies  where 
the  Japanese  place  their  pagan 
idols)  . 

So  you  see,  Japanese  houses 
are  not  doll  houses  by  any 
means.  Come  over  and  visit  us, 
then  you  can  see  one  first-hand. 


Farm-house  and  buildings  such  as  these  are  typical  of  the  country.  Japanese  are  noted 
farmers. 


1 


t/tl/G// 


and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


A dignified  dowager  watched  with 
growing  horror  as  a TV  comic 
bounced  his  way  through  a slapstick 
routine  of  questionable  taste.  Finally 
she  snapped  off  the  set. 

“I  am  afraid,”  she  said  with  feel- 
ing, “that  channel  needs  dredging.” 

— United  Mine  Workers  Journal 
* * * 

The  teacher,  after  reading  some 

nursery  rhymes  to  her  class,  asked  one 
youngster  why  the  cow  jumped  over 
the  moon. 

“Maybe,”  he  replied,  “the  milkmaid 
had  cold  fingers!” 

— Prairie  Messenger 
❖ * * 

A city  boy  and  a country  lad  were 

walking  down  a street.  Coming  to- 
ward them  was  a product  of  the 
beauty  parlour  — permanent  wave, 
scarlet  fingernails,  drug-store  com- 
plexion and  gaudy  lipstick. 

“Now  what  do  you  think  of  that?” 
asked  the  city  boy.  The  farm  boy 
looked  carefully  and  observed : “Speak- 
ing as  a farmer,  I should  say  that  it 
must  have  been  mighty  poor  soil  to 
require  so  much  top  dressing. 

* * * 

Voice  (over  the  phone):  “Are  you 
the  game  warden?” 

Game  Warden:  “Yes,  madam.” 

Voice:  “I  wonder  if  you  would 

give  me  some  suggestions  suitable  for 
a children’s  birthday  party.” 

* * * 

A drunk  fell  from  a two-story 
window  and  hit  the  pavement  with  a 
terrific  impact.  A crowd  gathered 

and  as  the  drunk  staggered  to  his 
feet  someone  in  the  crowd  grabbed 
him  by  the  arm  asking,  “What  hap- 
pened?” To  which  the  drunk  re- 
plied, “I  dunno;  I just  got  here.” 


“Pull  over,  buster,”  said  the  cop. 
“You  haven’t  got  a tail  light.” 

The  driver  stopped,  got  out  and 
examined  the  back  of  the  car.  He 
looked  so  positively  horrified  that  the 
policeman  was  actually  moved  with 
sympathy.  “It’s  bad,  mister,”  said 
the  cop,  “but  not  that  bad.” 

Recovering  his  voice,  the  motorist 
stammered,  “It’s  not  the  tail  light  — 
what’s  happened  to  my  trailer?” 

— Wooden  Barrel 

5*5  ❖ ❖ 

“Golf!  Golf!  Golf!  wailed  the  wife, 
as  her  husband,  clubs  in  hand,  started 
for  the  door.  “I  really  believe  I’d 
drop  dead  if  you  spent  one  Sunday  at 
home.” 

“Now,  now,”  replied  the  husband, 
“there’s  no  use  talking  like  that.  You 
know  you  can’t  bribe  me.” 

— Executives  Digest 
^ ^ ^ 

Two  Scottish  worthies,  on  a visit 
to  London,  were  inspecting  a large 
building  when  they  noticed  the  corner 
stone  bearing  the  date,  in  Roman 
capitals:  MCMIV. 

“There  you  are  again,”  said  one, 
“a  brither  Scot  with  his  name  on  the 
biggest  building  in  London.  You 
canna’  keep  a guid  man  doon!” 

W.  B.  Burnett 
* * 

The  parents  of  a solemn  little  boy 
were  worried  about  his  morbid  out- 
look on  life,  and  decided  to  send  him 
away  to  his  aunt  in  the  country  for  a 
holiday. 

Seeing  him  off  at  the  station  they 
suddenly  noticed  that  on  the  label  of 
his  suitcase  he  had  written:  “In  case 
of  accident,  this  was  David  Green.” 
— Tit-Bits,  London 
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a thing  of  beauty 

THE 

MARIAN 

SHRINE 

MITE-BOX 

for 

THE  FAMILY 


The  Marian  Shrine  mite- 
box  is  a gentle  daily  reminder 
that  souls  in  faraway  lands 
need  your  love  and  guidance 
to  find  God. 


A TRUE  STORY 


Across  the  page  we  reproduce 
a letter  that  came  to  us  a little 
while  ago.  It  gives  us  a fleeting 
glimpse  into  the  world  of  un- 
complaining suffering  that  sur- 
rounds us  and  of  the  wonderful 
people  who  dwell  there  — victim 
souls  for  which  our  blessed  Lady 
is  searching  to  help  her  do 
battle  for  all  of  us.  Most  of  us 
are  not  called  upon  for  such  an 
exacting  role  in  the  drama  of 
salvation,  but  we  must  do  every- 
thing in  our  power  without 
counting  the  cost. 

Under  God,  men  must  be 
saved  by  men!  Though  you  can- 
not become  a missionary  in  actu- 
ality, you  must  work  as  a mis- 
sionary through  one  who  is. 


Prayer  alone  will  not  fulfill 
this  obligation;  God  has  not 
ordained  it  so.  You  must  give  of 
your  worldly  goods  and  the 
accepted  medium  for  this  giving 
is  money. 

This  beautiful  Marian  Mite- 
box  in  your  home  will  keep  re- 
minding you  of  the  Master’s 
need  of  your  help.  It  will  stimu- 
late your  thought  of  others.  It 
will  call  forth  expressions  of  lov- 
ing thanks  from  your  own  heart 
for  the  blessings  you  see  around 
you. 

When  writing  for  your  Marian 
Shrine  Mite-box  please  be  sure 
to  print  your  name  and  address 
clearly.  Bless  you! 
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SCARBORO 


May  15th.  1956. 

Dear  Father: 

Your  appeal  for  renewal  of  my  Scarboro  Mission  maga- 
zine, would  melt  a heart  of  stone,  so  I couldn’t  resist 
writing  to  you  and  also  sending  you  two  dollars  for  sub- 
scription. Will  send  more  as  soon  as  circumstances  permit. 
Your  magazine  is  not  a large  one,  but  it  is  a little  gold- 
mine for  anyone  interested  in  the  missions.  1 look  forward 
to  receiving  it  every  month  and  enjoy  every  page  of  it. 

1 am  an  invalid,  and  for  the  past  nine  years  have  been 
confined  to  bed.  I cannot  do  a thing  for  myself.  I mean  I 
can’t  turn  on  my  side,  nor  feed  myself,  nor  comb  my  hair, 
nor  even  scratch  my  nose.  (It  gets  pretty  itchy  at  times.) 
But  I can  read,  write  letters  and  knit.  Even  though  my 
work  is  limited,  1 am  never  out  of  a job.  In  fact,  if  l had 
a couple  of  faithful  servants  I could  keep  them  busy. 

Three  years  ago  I adopted  a missionary  in  Africa.  The 
first  few  years  I wrote  to  him  and  sent  him  funds,  when 
possible;  also  sent  parcels  from  friends  and  relatives.  I 
collected  rosaries,  holy  pictures,  medals,  used  razor  blades  or 
what  have  you,  that  would  help  my  missionary . Also  sent 
Catholic  literature  when  I could  afford  it. 

At  the  beginning  of  1955,  1 started  to  collect  funds  to 
build  a church  in  Africa.  Father  said  that  four  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars  was  needed.  Up  to  date  I have  sent  him  nearly 
four  hundred  dollars.  How  did  1 get  the  funds?  Well,  l 
begged  and  borrowed,  sold  tickets  and  even  bet  on  horse 
races!  I do  not  recommend  betting  on  the  horse  races,  but 
this  happened  to  be  a sure  thing,  so  that  is  why  I did  it. 
At  present  1 am  selling  tickets  on  a crocheted  table  cloth. 
All  week  I keep  busy  knitting.  I sell  these  articles,  and 
half  the  proceeds  go  into  the  building  fund  and  the  other 
half  goes  to  help  buy  material,  stamps  etc.  1 hope  to  com- 
plete the  fund  in  the  near  future. 

My  reason  for  writing  this  is  that  maybe  there  are  in- 
valids or  handicapped  people  among  friends  of  Scarboro. 
With  a bit  of  encouragement  and  help  they  could  do  much 
for  your  work.  And  Father,  such  people  look  forward  to 
the  visit  of  a priest  once  in  a while  to  encourage  them.  I 
know  what  it  means  to  have  a priest  drop  in  for  a chat. 
A real  shot  in  the  arm.  How  would  a ’’shut-in”  page  in 
Scarboro  Missions  do  from  time  to  time ? 

God  love  you. 

(Miss)  Ann  . 


•■o 


MISSIONS 


Page  Fifteen 


WHAT  COMMENT  NECESSARY 


Peter  Toth 
S.F.M. 


YOUR 

CHANCE 

FOR 

EXTRA 

SACRIFICE 

• 

HELP 

PAY  THEIR 
PASSAGE 


Vincent  McGouqh,  S.F.M.  Gerard 

Once  again  Departure  time  rolls 
around.  To  the  Philippines  go  Fr.  Toth 
and  Fr.  Williams;  to  Japan  Fr.  Mc- 
Gough;to  British  Guiana,  Fr.  McKernan 
an  “old-China-hand”  and  Fr.  McCarthy. 

Vincent 

Daniel 

S.F.M. 

FILL  THEIR  M 


YOUR 

CHANCE 

FOR 

EXTRA 

SACRIFICE 

• 

HELP 

PAY  THEIR 
PASSAGE 


in,  S.F.M.  Raymond  McCarthy,  S.F.M. 

Fr.  Daniel  goes  to  the  Promotion  De- 
partment in  Toronto  city  and  Fr.  Mc- 
Namara returns  from  British  Guiana  for 
post-graduate  studies. 

God  bless  them  all. 


Joseph 

McNamara 

S.F.M. 


WITH  SMILES 


%*TU 


CROWDS  NEST 

Wm,  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

vs'Vi 


In  our  never  ending  struggle 
against  Communism  and  all  the 
other  “isms”  whose  avowed  pur- 
pose is  the  utter  destruction  of 
Christianity  there  is  real  danger 
in  concentrating  too  exclusively 
upon  merely  human  means  of 
success.  We  may  attack  or  we 
may  defend  on  any  one  or  on  all 
the  frontiers  that  are  forever 
under  fire.  We  may  dissipate  our 
energies  in  innumerable  direc- 
tions all  at  once,  often  to  the 
point  of  sheer  futility,  or  we  may 
concentrate  upon  destroying  the 
power  of  the  enemy  at  its  source. 
Caught  as  we  seem  to  be  today 
in  the  deadly  embrace  of  the 
octopus  we  may  struggle  frantic- 
ally against  the  outer  tentacles 
or  we  may  wait  — quietly  — till 
we  are  drawn  within  range  and 
plunge  our  knife  into  the  evil 
head.  In  this  particular  struggle 
we  do  not  have  to  wait.  We  are 
always  within  range.  We  can  at 
any  time  bring  to  bear  the  power 
of  the  spiritual  weapons  at  our 
command  with  results  that  reach 
to  the  source  of  the  evil  power 
in  the  world  today,  the  Princi- 


palities and  Powers  of  darkness 
in  the  abysmal  depths  of  Hell. 
The  danger,  we  say,  consists  in 
relying  “ too  exclusively ” upon 
human  effort.  Human  defences 
have  their  place.  They  are  im- 
portant and  must  not  be  aban- 
doned. It  is  our  duty  to  alert  the 
people  to  danger  and  to  enlist 
the  human  support  of  as  many 
as  are  willing  to  join  in  the 
struggle.  But  in  this  way  alone 
we  shall  never  prevail.  This 
procedure— now,  in  this  eleventh 
hour  — is  at  best  but  a none  too 
successful  holding  action,  often, 
indeed,  but  a reluctant  retreat  in 
which  we  may  dispute  every  inch 
of  territory  but  in  which  we  can 
never  hope  to  win.  The  dia- 
bolical forces  aligned  against  us 
are  too  powerful  to  be  vanquish- 
ed by  any  merely  human  means 
of  attack  or  of  defence.  This 
struggle,  finally,  will  be  won  or 
will  be  lost  in  so  far  as  we  use 
or  neglect  to  use  the  irresistible 
force  of  the  spiritual  weapons  at 
our  command.  This  battle  to 
the  death  against  the  synagogue 
of  Satan  and  the  hierarchy  of  the 
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Antichrist  will  hinge  upon  the 
extent  to  which  Christian  people 
make  use  of  the  spiritual  power 
that  alone  can  bring  to  naught 
the  evil  designs  of  the  enemies  of 
God  and  the  enemies  of  human- 
kind. I have  met  many  sincere 
people  who  have  literally  worked 
themselves  “to  the  hone”  in  their 
efforts  to  expose  the  Communist 
conspiracy  but  who  today  are  on 
the  verge  of  utter  defeatism  for 
the  simple  reason  that  they  are 
concentrating  all  their  efforts 
upon  this  merely  human  phase 
of  the  struggle.  They  are  appall- 
ed and  discouraged  at  the  fate 
that  has  befallen  so  many  valiant 
Americans,  so  much  stronger 
than  themselves,  and  who  have 
gone  down  to  defeat  and  often 
to  disgrace;  they  witness  the 
character  assassination  of  some 
of  the  greatest  patriots  of  our 
time  and  they  are  overcome  at 
the  thought  of  the  power  of  vici- 
ous propaganda  which  can  turn 
even  well  - meaning  people 
against  them.  Only  too  often 
they  end  up  by  abandoning  all 
effort,  without  even  trying  the 
only  effort  that  can  be  effective, 
and  they  end  up  by  setting  them- 
selves grimly  to  await  the  inevit- 
able wrath  to  come. 

We  could  fill  this  whole 
article  with  details  and  docu- 
mentation of  the  current  treason, 
and  treachery  that  infest  the  so- 
cial, political  and  governmental 
setup.  But  enough  has  been  writ- 
ten on  previous  occasions  to  con- 
vince our  readers  that  there  is  in 
operation,  right  here  and  now, 


in  the  United  States,  in  Canada 
and  throughout  the  world,  a 
diabolically  masterminded  plan 
to  blot  out  the  lights  of  Heaven. 
The  enemy  will  stop  at  nothing 
to  achieve  his  final  goal.  He  will 
be  deterred  by  no  revulsion 
against  cruelty  or  atrocity  even 
to  the  ultimate  spilling  of  hu- 
man blood.  That  fact  is  being 
confirmed  all  over  the  world  to- 
day and  even  more  startling  con- 
firmation may  be  in  store  for  all 
of  us  as  he  closes  in  for  the  kill. 
Once  again,  dear  readers,  let  us 
stress  what  we  have  so  often 
stressed  before:  Our  only  hope 
now  lies  in  the  intervention  of 
God  through  his  blessed  mother. 
On  occasion  people  write  to  ask 
me  if  there  is  any  hope.  Of 
course  there  is.  The  hope  for 
you  and  me  and  the  hope  for  a 
despairing  world  is  that  we  grow 
daily  closer  to  Mary.  For  those 
of  us  who  try  even  in  our  own 
poor  stumbling  way  to  hold  her 
by  the  hand  and  be  her  faithful 
children,  there  can  be  no  failure, 
in  time  or  in  eternity  for  the 
triumph  of  Heaven  has  already 
begun  in  our  own  hearts  and 
souls.  This  is  the  message  we 
have  been  preaching  more  than 
eight  years,  in  every  corner  of 
the  country  and  to  more  than 
twenty  million  people.  Our  only 
hope  is  in  Mary.  For  she  it  was 
— and  she  alone  — who  was  given 
the  assignment  to  crush  the  head 
of  the  evil  one  who  has  long 
since  assumed  command  of  the 
satanical  forces  arrayed  against 
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us  and  their  human  satellites 
who  have  sold  their  souls  to  the 
devil. 

This  is  an  appeal  of  the  utmost 
urgency  to  every  reader  of  Scar- 
boro  Misions.  The  root  cause, 
today  as  always,  of  the  world- 
wide triumph  of  evil  does  not 
lie  in  the  machinations  of  wicked 
men.  Without  the  unfortunate 
cooperation  by  defection  of 
God’s  own  children  their  efforts 
would  never  have  attained  the 
frightening  success  that  is  theirs 
today.  Too  many  Christians,  ton 
many  Catholics  sinning  against 
the  light,  have  gone  over  to  the 
camp  of  the  enemy.  By  their 
own  sinful  lives  they  are  helping 
strengthen  the  Communist 
stranglehold  upon  helpless  hu- 
manity. They  are  giving  aid  and 
comfort  to  the  enemies  of  God. 
They  are  breaking  the  heart  of 
our  Blessed  Mother  and  frustrat- 
ing her  in  her  efforts  to  save  the 
world  from  destruction  and  her 
own  children  from  eternal  perdi- 
tion. Good -people -gone -wrong 
have  ever  brought  more  disaster 
upon  the  world  than  have  all 
the  millions  of  pagans  who  sit  in 
darkness  and  the  shadow  of 
death. 

I should  like  to  be  able  to  tell 
you  all  this,  in  person.  Too  bad 
we  cannot  combine  into  one 
radio  audience  the  more  than 
200,000  readers  of  our  magazine. 
I should  like  nothing  better  than 
to  be  able  to  tell  you,  as  I have 
personally  told  so  many  groups 
in  different  parts  of  the  country, 


about  the  tremendous  part  al- 
ready being  played  by  the 
Mother  of  God  right  here  on  the 
North  American  Continent,  the 
startling,  tremendous  miracles  of 
grace,  for  that  matter,  though 
not  so  importantly,  the  equally 
startling  happenings  in  the  phy- 
sical order.  If  we  are  not  already 
under  Communist  domination, 
if  at  the  moment  the  hammer 
and  sickle  is  not  flying  over  a 
Continent  in  despair,  from  Bos- 
ton to  California  and  from 
James  Bay  to  the  Gulf  of  Mexico, 

I firmly  'believe,  as  I have  said  a 
thousand  times  or  more,  that  it 
is  because  of  the  intense  fidelity 
of  a comparative  few  to  the 
warnings  and  the  appeal  of  the 
Blessed  Mother  of  God.  That 
number  is  still  pathetically  small. 
The  number  who  refuse  to 
change  the  ways  of  their  sinful 
lives  is  still  far,  far  too  great. 
That  is  why  we  are  losing  the 
struggle.  That  is  why  the  Mys- 
tical Body  of  Christ  is  being  cru- 
cified from  end  to  end  of  a 
bloodstained  world.  We  shall 
continue  to  be  on  the  losing  side 
unless  that  “sufficient  number” 
be  found  to  hearken  to  the  voice 
of  Mary.  The  casualty  list  will 
continue  to  be  heavy  until  the 
final  inevitable  triumph  of  her 
Immaculate  Heart  and  I some- 
times wonder  if  we  are  not  right 
now  approaching  the  days  of 
that  apocalyptic  finale  when  the 
enemies  of  God,  numbering 
among  them  so  many  unhappy 
Catholics  who  should  know  bet- 
ter, will  call  for  the  mountains 
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to  fall  upon  them  as  Mary,  “ter- 
rible as  an  army  in  battle  array” 
will  finally  vanquish  the  forces 
of  Hell.  “We  should  not  be  sin- 
cere” cried  the  Holy  Father  in  a 
recent  address  from  Vatican 
City,”  if  we  were  not  to  tell  you 
that  the  Mother  of  God  still 
weeps.  All  our  homage  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  amounts  to  no- 
thing more  than  idle  sound  if  we 
do  not  pause  a moment  to  ask 
ourselves  if  she  does  not  cry  to- 
day and  if  this  perhaps  is  not 
through  our  own  doing.” 

This  is  the  question  we  should 
all  ask  ourselves.  Is  there  in  our 
own  lives  anything  that  is  sad- 
dening the  heart  of  our  Blessed 
Mother  in  Heaven?  Are  we 
really  sincere  in  our  efforts  to 
halt  the  onward  march  of  Com- 
munism, sincere  to  the  extent  of 
doing  anything  and  everything 
she  asks  of  us?  If  not,  we  are  but 
as  the  sounding  brass  and  the 
tinkling  cymbal.  If  not,  it  is  idle 
to  manifest  concern  about  the 
frightening  victories  of  the 
enemies  of  God  because  we  are 
contributing  to  them  by  our  own 
infidelity  to  his  Blessed  Mother. 
Her  primary  concern  is  not  the 
prevention  of  war;  not  even  the 
prevention  of  Communism  nor 
of  any  material  world  disaster. 
She  still  weeps,  in  the  words  of 
the  Holy  Father  because  of  the 
eternal  loss  of  so  many  many 
souls  redeemed  by  the  Precious 
Blood  of  her  own  Divine  Son. 
That  is  the  only  irreparable 
tragedy.  “Pray,  pray  very  much” 


she  told  the  children  of  Fatima 
“and  make  sacrifices  for  sinners. 
For  many  souls  go  to  Hell  be- 
cause there  is  no  one  to  make 
sacrifices  and  to  pray  for  them.” 
Do  we  pray  very  much?  Do  we 
make  any  real  sacrifices  and  say 
to  her  “This  is  to  help  you  save 
those  souls  from  eternal  loss.”? 
Prayer  and  sacrifice.  Therein 
lies  the  salvation  of  the  world,  a 
consequence  that  will  follow  as 
the  night  the  day  if  we  help  the 
Mother  of  God  to  save  those 
souls  redeemed  at  such  an  awful 
price.  Prayer!  Especially  the 
beautiful  prayer  of  Mary’s  Ros- 
ary and  especially  the  sacrifice, 
as  she  stated  expressly  to  Sister 
Lucy,  entailed  in  living  daily 
lives  in  conformity  with  the  will 
of  God  for  our  particular  station 
in  life.  You  worry  about  your 
home,  your  innocent  children 
who  may  one  day  fall  into  the 
clutches  of  God-haters  and  moral 
monsters.  Protect  them  and  your- 
selves and  this  fair  land  by  un- 
failing fidelity  to  the  recitation 
of  the  daily  family  rosary.  It  has 
saved  the  world  before  and  it 
will  save  the  world  again.  Spread 
the  beautiful  mantle  of  the  un- 
failing protection  of  Mary  over 
your  home  and  your  city  and 
your  province  and  your  world. 
Make  the  decision  today  that 
never  again  will  you  seriously 
offend  her  Divine  Son  “already 
too  grievously  offended”.  Read- 
ers of  Scarboro  Missions,  you 
have  it  in  your  power  to  change 
the  face  of  the  world. 
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From  SCARBORO'S  FR.  MOYLAN 


4 PHILIPPINE  VIGNETTE 


Eleven  kilometres  north  of 
Cabalian,  Leyte  lies  the  small 
town  of  Anahawan.  Six  years 
ago  the  people  of  that  town  un- 
dertook the  building  of  a con- 
crete church.  They  were  poor, 
and  their  contributions  necessar- 
ily small  and  infrequent.  The 
work  on  the  church  has  gone 
ahead  spasmodically  whenever 
funds  were  available.  Today 
their  church  stands  half-finished, 
with  the  end  walls,  a roof,  and 
three  foot  high  side  walls.  Seven 
thousand  dollars  have  been  col- 
lected and  exhausted;  seven 
thousand  more  are  needed  to 
complete  their  beautiful  edifice. 

Last  Sunday  it  was  windy  and 
raining  heavily  as  I said  Mass  on 
the  temporary  altar.  After  my 
little  sermon,  I turned  back  to 
the  altar  to  find  a naked  chalice 
standing  there,  veil,  pall,  paten, 
host,  and  purificator  had  blown 
away  in  the  wind  — not  of  my 
sermon,  mind  you.  Collecting 
the  scattered  pieces,  I continued 


Mass.  The  bare  footed  altar  boy 
anchored  my  chasuble  to  keep  it 
from  flying  over  my  head,  while 
the  old  deaf  sacristan  prevented 
the  pages  of  the  Missal  from 
blowing  around.  I was  busy  too, 
for  the  ever-crawling,  inquisitive 
ants  were  everywhere.  I had  to 
brush  them  away  from  the  cor- 
poral with  one  hand,  while  my 
other  hand  held  the  pall  on  the 
chalice.  I am  afraid  my  Mass 
was  not  free  from  distractions, 
involuntary  though  they  may 
have  been.  Finally,  breathing  a 
prayer  of  thanksgiving  and  a 
sigh  of  relief,  Mass  was  over 
without  any  serious  mishap. 

Difficult  though  offering  Mass 
had  been,  it  was  a great  joy  for 
me  to  be  able  to  bring  the  con- 
solations of  our  Holy  Faith  to 
those  good  people.  How  proud, 
happy  and  blessed  they  will  be, 
when  their  church  is  finally  com- 
pleted — a testimony  to  their  de- 
votion and  sacrifice  for  their 
God  whom  they  love  and  serve. 


An  artist  was  asked  to  paint  a picture  of  a decaying  church.  To  the 
astonishment  of  many,  instead  of  putting  on  the  canvas  an  old,  tottering 
ruin,  the  artist  painted  a stately  edifice  of  modern  grandeur.  Through  the 
open  portals  could  be  seen  the  richly-carved  pulpit,  the  magnificent  organ 
and  the  beautiful  stained-glass  windows.  Within  the  grand  entrance  was 
an  offering  plate  of  elaborate  design  for  the  offering  of  fashionable 
worshippers.  But — right  above  the  offering  plate  was  hung  a square  box 
bearing  the  legend,  "For  Foreign  Missions,"  and  right  above  the  slot 
through  which  contributions  ought  to  have  gone  he  had  painted  a huge 
cobweb! — G.  B.  F.  Hallock. 
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Number  2 


and  the 


FATIMA  MESSAGE 


A rare  moment!  The  two  Pil- 
grim Statues  meet! 

Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A.,  (right)  and  Father 
Patrick  Moore,  S.F.M.,  (left) 
meet  as  Father  Moore  gets  ready 
to  continue  his  tour  in  the  Carib- 
bean area.  He  began  this  tour 
in  Santo  Domingo.  Since  then 
he  has  covered  a number  of 


dioceses  in  Canada  and  Alaska. 

All  America  knows  Msgr.  Mc- 
Grath, S.F.M.,  P.A.,  who  is  now 
in  his  eighth  year  of  criss-cross- 
ing the  United  States  with  the 
famous  statue  pictured  above  at 
right. 

To  both  these  priests  the 
world  owes  a great  debt  of 
gratitude. 
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Dear  Junior 


The 

LITTLE  FLOWER  S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Soon  it  will  be  holiday  time.  No  more  homework. 

The  summer  holidays  are  necessary  for  many  reasons.  Your  teach- 
ers need  a rest.  It  took  many  prayers  and  acts  of  sacrifice  to  win 
grace  for  you  that  you  would  learn;  yes,  your  teachers  need  a holiday. 
But  will  they  get  one?  Perhaps  — after  they  have  finished  summer 
school! 

There  is  an  angle  to  this  holiday  business  I want  you  to  discuss 
with  your  Dad  and  Mom.  It’s  important. 

All  the  school  year  you  have  lived  by  a rule.  Up  in  the  morning, 
off  to  Holy  Mass  perhaps  ,then  to  school.  Morning  and  afternoon 
you  came  and  went  by  bells.  Then  home,  homework  and  bed.  You 
were  following  a rule  of  life,  of  a sort  anyway.  Now,  holiday  time  is 
a good  time  to  test  how  close  to  God  you’ve  been  getting.  See  if  you 
are  willing  to  receive  Holy  Communion  as  often,  make  visits  to  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  or  say  as  many  Rosaries  as  you  did  during  the 
school  year. 

Get  some  sort  of  regularity  into  your  holidays  so  that  you  will 
continue  growing  more  and  more  a loving  child  of  God  and  His 
blessed  Mother. 


Happy  holiday, 
Father  Jim. 
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FINIS 


PRINCE  OF  KABU 

by  PATRICIA  McDONOUGH 


Prince  Joseph  of  Kabu,  and 
his  great  friend,  the  priest  from 
the  dark  lands,  laboured  for  a 
few  years  among  the  people. 
They  taught  them  the  meaning 
of  the  sacraments  and  how  they 
brought  the  supernatural  life  to 
the  soul.  Meanwhile,  the  Prince 
began  to  feel  his  work  was  fin- 
ished in  this  land.  His  soul 
longed  for  something  greater 
than  he  could  find  on  this  earth. 
So,  he  prayed  to  God  that  he 
might  soon  leave  his  earthly 
home. 

Within  a few  days,  the  Prince 
became  very  ill.  The  great  doc- 
tors of  the  palace  were  sum- 
moned to  give  him  every  medi- 
cine to  make  him  well. 

“Drink  your  hot  soup,”  said 
the  Empress.  “Hurry  now,  you 
must  be  up  for  the  ceremonies 
of  the  Council  Chamber.  Good 
heavens,  who  will  conduct  the 
affairs  of  state  if  you  don’t  get 
well?’’ 

“Oh,  mother,’’  laughed  the 
Prince,  “you  know  I was  never 
much  of  a statesman.  But 
please,  mother,  don’t  worry 
about  me,’’  urged  the  Prince. 
“Let  me  prepare  myself  for  my 
heavenly  home.’’ 

“Well,  my  dear  exalted  son,’’ 
sighed  the  Empress,  “if  you  are 


going  on  a journey,  I will  get 
some  things  ready  for  you.’’ 

She  summoned  the  palace 
tailors  to  her  side,  and  told  them 
to  make  the  Prince  the  finest 
robes  of  gold  and  silver  silks. 
Then,  she  told  the  blacksmiths 
to  prepare  the  finest  horses  in 
the  land.  And  then,  she  told 
the  coachmen  to  prepare  the 
grandest  carriage  ever  made. 
Everything  was  for  the  Prince’s 
journey. 

The  townspeople,  who  had 
been  awaiting  news  of  their 
Prince,  were  surprised  to  see  the 
hustle  and  bustle  in  the  palace. 

“Our  Prince  must  be  well,’’ 
they  concluded,  “he  is  getting 
ready  to  go  away.” 

When  the  Prince  heard  what 
the  Empress  had  done,  he 
laughed  at  her  good  intentions. 

“My  dear  mother,”  he  said  to 
her,  “where  I am  going  I won’t 
be  needing  these  things.  My 
soul  will  have  no  use  for  the 
things  of  the  body  once  it  has 
gone  to  heaven.  Let  me  prepare 
only  my  soul.” 

And  so,  the  Prince  prayed  for 
many  days.  Then  the  people  of 
Kabu  flocked  to  the  palace  to 
bid  their  last  goodbye  to  their 
ruler. 

“Take  good  care  of  my 


MISSIONS 


Page  Twenty-five 


people,”  said  Prince  Joseph  to 
the  priest.  “I  shall  be  praying 
for  them  in  heaven.” 

Just  then,  the  people  of  the 
village  saw  a stranger  in  their 
midst.  It  was  the  old  man  with 
the  long  beard,  carrying  a staff. 
He  had  been  to  Kabu  once  be- 
fore, when  Prince  Joseph  was 
born. 

“Who  is  he?”  everyone  asked. 
The  questions  buzzed.  “Who  let 
him  into  the  palace?  Why  is  he 
here?” 

The  Emperor  made  sure  he 
spoke  on  the  subject. 

“This  is  preposterous!”  he 
boomed.  “I  don’t  care  what  he 
wants,  go  and  throw  him  out.” 

Everyone  rushed  to  carry  out 
the  Emperor’s  orders.  But,  the 
old  man  was  nowhere  to  be 
found.  He  had  passed  into  the 
Prince’s  room,  and  now  was 
standing  by  his  bed. 

The  Prince  smiled  when  he 
saw  the  kindly  old  man  by  his 
side. 

“You  are  Joseph,”  he  whis- 
pered, “the  great  Saint  Joseph 
who  protected  the  Infant  and 
H is  mother  from  harm.  And, 
you  are  Joseph  who  has  also  pro- 
tected our  land  from  harm.  Wel- 
come to  my  humble  place.” 


“I  have  come  to  welcome  you 
to  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,” 
said  the  Saint  in  a soft  voice. 
“You  have  done  good  work  on 
earth.  Come,  my  foster  son, 
come  with  me.” 

The  Prince  held  out  his  hand 
for  a moment.  Then  his  tired 
head  fell  back  on  the  pillow. 
Everyone  rushed  to  him,  but  al- 
ready, he  was  sleeping  his  last 
sleep. 

At  that  moment,  many  people 
saw  the  old  man  walking  down 
the  stairs  as  though  he  were 
holding  someone’s  hand.  Down, 
down  he  walked  with  the  spirit 
beside  him,  out  of  the  palace, 
through  the  forest,  and  into  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

The  Province  of  Kabu  still 
had  its  priest  who  fostered  the 
faith  of  the  great  Book.  But 
one  day,  he  too  died.  Still,  the 
people  kept  their  faith  for  cen- 
turies and  centuries,  until  that 
day  when  the  whole  country  was 
destroyed  by  ugly  smoke  from 
the  air.  Nothing  remained  alive. 
The  province  had  disappeared. 
Only  the  nightingale  remained 
to  tell  the  story  of  the  great 
Saint  Joseph  and  his  namesake, 
the  mighty  Prince  of  Kabu  in 
China,  who  lived  many  years 
ago. 


Minute  Meditation 


1 have  just  a tiny  minute , 

Only  sixty-seconds  in  it, 

Forced  upon  me,  can't  refuse  it 
But  it's  up  to  me  to  use  it; 


1 must  suffer  if  I lose  it, 
Give  account  if  I abuse  it; 
It's  just  a tiny  minute 
But  Eternity  is  in  it. 
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THANKS  TO  OUR  SCHOOLS 


ONTARIO: 

O.  L.  of  Mercy,  Honey  Hr. 
Brescia  Hall,  London 
R.  C.  Sch.  Perkinsfield 
De  La  Salle  “O’Connor  Houst 
Precious  Blood,  Toronto 
Notre  Dame,  Waterdown 
St.  Remi,  Sudbury 
St.  Mary’s,  Barrie 
SS  No.  9,  Wellesley 
O.L.  of  Fatima,  Brantford 
St.  Mary’s,  Brantford 
The  Pines,  Chatham 
RC  Sch.,  Colgan 
St.  Theresa,  Eau  Claire 
Sacred  Heart,  Espanola 
Holy  Name,  Essex 
St.  Agnes,  Guelph 
St.  Eugene,  Hamilton 
St.  Anthony,  Harrow 
St.  Teresa,  Hastings 
St.  Joseph,  Kingston 
St.  Mary,  La  Salette 
St.  Michael,  Leamington 
St.  Martin’s,  London 
St.  Michael,  London 
St.  Pius  X,  London 
St.  Mary,  Massey 
Loretto  Academy,  Niagara 
Falls 

St.  Mary,  North  Bay 
O.L.  Perpetual  Help,  Ottawa 
St.  Columba  Boys,  Pembroke 
St.  Patrick,  Phelpston 
St.  Mary,  Rosebank 
St.  Michael,  Ridgetown 
Can.  Martyrs,  Ryderville 
Christ  the  King,  St.  Catha- 
rines 

St.  Catherine,  St.  Catharines 
St.  Joseph’s,  St.  Thomas 
St.  Therese,  Sandwich  E. 

St.  Mary,  Sault  Ste.  Marie 
St.  Paul,  Minnow  Lake, 

Sault  Ste.  Marie 
St.  Joseph’s  Training,  Alfred 
St.  Patrick’s,  Atikokan 
St.  Joseph’s  High,  Barrie 
St.  Michael’s,  Belleville 
Sc.  Mary’s,  Blenheim 
St.  Mary’s  Brampton 
St.  Mary’s,  Brockville 
St.  Mary’s,  Deep  River 
RC  School,  Deloro 
RC  School,  Dacre 
O.L.  of  Victory,  Fort  Erie 
St.  Joseph’s  Goderich 
Notre  Dame,  Guelph 
St.  Joseph’s,  Hamilton 
St.  Ann’s,  Hamilton 
St.  Mary’s,  Hamilton 
St.  Joseph’s,  Killarney 
Sacred  Heart,  King 
St.  Michael’s,  Kingston 
St.  Jerome’s,  Kitchener 
St.  Joseph’s,  Lindsay 
St.  Theresa’s,  Minnow  Lake 
St.  Remi,  Neelon  Township 
St.  Joseph’s,  North  Bay 
Guardian  Angel,  Orillia 


St.  Gertrude’s,  Oshawa 
St.  Joseph’s  Inter.,  Ottawa 
St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  Ottawa 
St.  John’s,  Perth 
St.  Luke’s,  Petewawa 
St.  Joseph’s,  St.  Catharines 
Holy  Angels,  Sault  Ste.  Marie 
Precious  Blood,  Scarboro 
St.  James,  Seaforth 
St.  Mary’s,  Simcoe 
St.  Francis  de  Sales,  Smiths 
Falls 

St.  Joseph’s,  Stratford 
St.  Joseph’s,  Sudbury 
St.  Anne’s  High,  Tecumseh 
De  La  Salle,  Windsor 
Toronto: 

Blessed  Sacrament 
Corpus  Christi 
Christ  the  King 
Holy  Name 
Holy  Rosary 
Loretto  College 
Name  Dame  High 
O.L.  of  Fatima 
Precious  Blood 
St.  Anselm 
St.  Basil 
St.  Helen  Girls 
St.  Joseph’s  College 
St.  John’s,  Weston 
St.  Leo,  Mimico 
St.  Mary’s  Girls 
St.  Monica 
St.  Rita 

St.  Theresa  Shrine 
Sacred  Heart  Village 
Toronto: 

St.  David’s 

Loretto  Abbey 

St.  John’s  Training 

St.  Joseph’s  College  Sch. 

St.  Matthew’s 
St.  Mary,  Tillsonburg 
RC  Sch.,  Victoria  Hr. 

St.  Thos.  Aquinas,  Wallace- 
burg 

Sacred  Heart,  Mildmay 
St.  Louis,  Waterloo 
Holy  Family,  Windsor 
Holy  Rosary,  Windsor 
St.  Anne,  Windsor 
St.  Clare’s  High,  Windsor 
St.  Jules,  Windsor 
RC  Sch.,  Wikwemikong 
St.  Rita,  Woodstock 
St.  Mary,  Woodstock 
St.  John’s,  Woodslee 

MANITOBA: 

St.  Ann’s,  Winnipeg 
St.  Joseph’s  Voc.,  Winnipeg 
St.  Michael’s,  Brandon 
St.  Marie,  St.  Boniface 

SASKATCHEWAN: 

RC  School,  Humboldt 

St.  Mary’s,  Moose  Jaw 

St.  Agnes,  Moose  Jaw 

St.  Joseph’s  Rosetown 

St.  Joan  of  Arc,  Swift  Current 


Allan  Sch.,  Allan 
RC  Sch.,  Leipzig 
Sacred  Heart,  Watson 

ALBERTA: 

Dr.  Swift  Sch.,  Lac  La  Biche 
RC  School,  Heisler 
St.  Paul’s,  Calgary 
St.  Edmund’s,  Edmonton 
St.  James,  Edmonton 
RC  School,  Heisler 
Holy  Name,  Vermilion 
R.  C.  Sch.,  Cold  Lake 
Notre  Dame.  Edmonton 
QUEBEC: 

RC  School,  Blanche 
Villa  Maria,  Montreal 
St.  Joseph’s,  Farrellton 
St.  Willibrord,  Verdun 
Villa  Maria,  Montreal 
NEW  BRUNSWICK: 

Conway  Academy,  Edmunds- 
ton 

Holy  Trinity,  St.  John 
St.  Michael’s,  Chatham 
St.  Joseph’s,  Lome 
Ste.  Familie,  Tracadie 
NOVA  SCOTIA: 

St.  Anne,  Glace  Bay 
Holy  Cross,  Glace  Bay 
Shad  Boy,  Armda  le 
Sacred  Heart,  Halifax 
St.  Patrick’s  High,  Halifax 
St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  Halifax 
St.  Joseph’s,  Mabou 
Notre  Dame,  Sydney  Mines 
St.  Patrick’s  High,  Sydney 
St.  Joseph’s,  Reserve 
Holy  Angels,  Sydney 
St.  Joseph,  Reserve 
St.  Anthony  Daniel,  Sydney 
St.  Joseph,  Sydney 
R.  C.  Sch.,D’Escousse 
High  Sch.,  Iona. 

St.  Francis,  Halifax 
NEWFOUNDLAND: 

Holy  Cross,  St.  Alban’s,  Bay 
d’Espoir 

St.  Kevin’s,  Bell  Isle 
RC  Sch.,  Burin  N. 

St.  Joseph’s,  Hr.  Breton  S. 

St.  Joseph’s,  Hr.  Grace 
St.  Joseph’s,  Littledale,  St. 
John’s 

Berry  Head  Sh.,  Port-au-Port 
Holy  Infant,  St.  George’s 
Pt.  La  Haye  Sch.  St.  Mary’s 
St.  John  Baptist,  St.  Mary’s 
Gaskiers,  St.  Mary’s 
RC  School,  Tor’s  Cove,  S.Sh. 
St.  Joseph’s,  Brigus  * 

RC  School,  Cape  Broyle 
St.  Edward’s  High,  Placentia 
RC  School,  Petty  Harbour 
BRITISH  COLUMBIA: 

St.  Ann’s,  Kamloops 
Smith  Memorial,  Port  Alberni 
St.  Joseph’s,  Prince  Rupert 
O.L.  of  Sorows,  Vancouver 
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Father  "Bob"  Cranley,  S.F.M., 
writes  from  the  Philippines  that 
even  over  there  one  meets  up  with 


Life ’s 

Little 

Problems 


Yestermorn  I rose  from  bed, 
and  in  my  usual  groggy  fashion, 
groped  simultaneously  for  my 
glasses,  the  lamp,  alcohol  for 
said  lamp,  and  the  box  of 
matches.  Now,  at  five- thirty  in 
the  morning  I am  never  at  my 
best.  Having  at  long  last  man- 
aged to  find  all  the  aforesaid 
items,  I proceeded  (with  all  due 
caution)  to  the  daily  agony  of 
shaving.  And  then!  Without 
the  slightest  warning,  it  hap- 
pened! Something  struck  me  a 
fell  blow  on  the  side  of  my  head, 
knocking  my  glasses  off.  Imme- 
diately my  mind  flashed  back  to 
those  great  prophecies,  warnings 
and  just  plain  stories  of  yester- 
year. I knew  it.  Without  doubt, 
as  sure  as  I am  I,  inevitably 


(what  with  A-bombs,  and  B- 
bombs  and  H-bombs  being  ex- 
ploded all  over  the  South  Paci- 
fic) the  long  awaited  had  finally 
happened  — and  to  me.  The  sky 
had  fallen  down,  and  part  of  it 
had  hit  me  on  the  head.  (Proof 
positive,  that.) 

Realizing  the  momentous 
news  of  which  I was  the  sole 
possessor,  I hastily  completed  my 
toilette  (that  is  I groped  for  my 
glasses  once  more,)  and  with 
them  securely  on  my  nose 
rushed  about  to  find  all  the 
members  of  the  house  and  break 
the  dread  news:  the  end  of  the 
world  was  at  hand,  the  sky  had 
fallen  on  my  poor  little  ever- 
lovin’  blue-eyed  head. 


QUESTION  — ANSWER 
Can  Catholics  differ  in  politics? 

Differences  of  political  opinion  are  legitimate  among  Catholics,  so 
long  as  these  do  not  prevent  them  from  joining  their  efforts  when  the 
higher  interests  of  the  Church  are  at  stake. 
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And  then  I heard  it.  Meow! 
Meow!  And  there,  on  the  floor, 
still  half  stunned  was  the  cause 
of  all  the  trouble.  Some  people 
have  bats  in  their  belfry.  We, 
all  unknowing,  had  kittens  in 
the  attic.  One  little  bundle  of 
fur  had  lost  his  grip  on  the 
rafter,  and  slipping  through  the 
loose  edge  of  the  mat  which 
serves  as  a ceiling,  had  fallen  on 
me.  And  not  an  ordinary  kitten 
mind  you.  No  sir!  It  was  part 
acrobat.  But  at  that  hour  in 
the  morning  even  a kitten  is  ap- 
parently not  at  his  (or  her)  best. 

After  heaving  a sigh  of  relief, 
as  evidently  no  bones  were 
broken,  neither  kitten’s  nor 
mine,  I sat  down  to  bewail  my 
fate.  Here  was  I with  the  great- 
est news  item  since  Vesuvius 
blew  up,  nearly  two  thousand 
years  ago,  and  it  turned  out  to 
be  a dud.  And  now  we  had  an- 
other problem  to  solve.  Here 
was  a poor,  homeless,  probably 
hungry  and  lonely  kitten.  What 
was  I going  to  do?  In  a few 
minutes  I had  to  be  in  church. 
And  it  seemed  so  cruel  to  turn 
the  poor  tyke  out  of  doors  on 
such  a cold  miserable  wet  day. 
Nor  did  I want  to  put  him  back 
in  his  home.  Goodness  only 


knows,  he  might  be  heavier  the 
next  time  he  fell  — and  so  would 
hurt  us  both  much  more,  to  say 
nothing  about  the  wear  and  tear 
to  our  ceiling.  So  we  compro- 
mised. He  was  removed  to  the 
kitchen,  and  I went  about  my 
daily  duties.  After  Mass,  I 
found  him  full  of  milk  (tinned) 
and  quite  happy.  The  fiscal 
offered  to  give  him  a good  home. 
So  all  is  well  that  ends  well. 

But  that  was  not  the  end  of 
the  matter.  Our  pastor,  a prac- 
tical man,  with  no  sympathy  for 
the  housing  problem  of  cats, 
went  into  the  attic.  So,  two 
more  kittens  had  to  come  down. 
(The  one,  pure  black  is  sound 
asleep  at  the  foot  of  a statue  of 
our  Lord.)  The  result  of  the 
whole  episode  was  that  he  dis- 
covered that  the  termites  (busy 
little  creatures  that  they  are) ' 
had  been  lunching  on  the 
rafters,  and  other  bits  of  wood 
supporting  the  roof,  for  years. 
All  we  need  now  is  one  good 
earthquake  or  typhoon,  (or  both 
together)  and  the  whole  episode 
will  be  repeated,  but  this  time 
instead  of  a cute  little  kitten,  it 
will  be  the  whole  roof  that  will 
fall  on  our  unsuspecting  heads. 


QUESTION  — ANSWER 
How  important  is  the  family? 


The  family  may  be  regarded  as  the  cradle  of  civil  society  and  it  is 
in  great  measure  within  the  circle  of  family  life  that  the  destiny  of  the 


States  is  fostered. 


— from  Social  Teachings  of  Leo  XIII. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Twenty-nine 


FOR  THE  LAITY  BY  ONE  OF  THEM. 


Wisdom  alone  will  not  solve  the 
Marxist  riddle  facing  us  because 


SPIRITUAL  LETHARGY  IS 
COMMUNISM'S  BEST  ALLY 

by  CECELIA  WALLACE 


In  Canada  today,  as  in  the 
other  countries  of  the  free  world, 
government  leaders  are  eyeing 
with  uncertainty  the  present 
Soviet  “peace”  campaign.  Is  it 
genuine  or  false?  Have  the 
Soviet  leaders  had  a change  of 
heart  or  is  this  merely  a skilful 
stall  for  more  time?  Have 
Messrs.  Kruschev  and  Bulganin 
decided  that  atomic  war  is  out 
of  the  question?  Is  “peaceful 
co-existence”  really  possible? 
The  newspapers  are  full  of  di- 
vided opinions.  How  are  we  to 
judge? 

Before  coming  to  any  conclu- 
sion it  might  be  well  to  attempt 
to  look  at  the  problem  not 
through  Western  eyes,  but 
through  Communist  ones.  Every 
Communist  from  Mr.  Krus- 
chev on  down  professes  to 
believe  in  Marxism-Leninism. 
The  theories  of  Marx  and  their 
application  to  world  conditions 


by  Lenin  form  a guide  which 
Communists  refer  to  in  the 
same  way  that  Christians  refer 
to  the  Bible.  This  guide  they 
regard  as  true  beyond  any  pos- 
sibility  of  doubt,  although,  like 
the  Bible,  it  needs  skilled  inter- 
pretation. Mr.  Kruschev  has 
set  himself  up  as  chief  interpre- 
ter, but  note  well  that,  although 
he  has  presumed  to  overthrow 
another  interpreter,  Stalin,  he 
has  made  no  attempt  to  over- 
throw the  chief  theorists,  Marx 
and  Lenin.  Quite  the  contary. 
At  an  address  to  the  Supreme 
Soviet  of  the  U.S.S.R.  on  Decem- 
ber 29,  1955,  Mr.  Kruschev  had 
this  to  say  — 

“If  certain  politicians  think 
that  our  confidence  in  the  vic- 
tory of  Socialism,  in  the  teaching 
of  Marxism-Leninism  is  a viola- 
tion of  the  Geneva  spirit,  they 
obviously  have  an  erroneous  no- 
tion of  that  spirit;  they  ought  to 
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remember  once  and  for  all  that 
we  have  never  gone  back  and 
never  will  go  back  on  our  ideas, 
on  our  struggle  for  the  victory 
of  Communism.  They  need 
never  expect  any  ideological  dis- 
arming on  our  part!” 

There  is  nothing  in  Marxism- 
Leninism  which  can  even  re- 
motely suggests  that  Commun- 
ism and  Western  democracy  can 
co-exist.  How  could  there  be? 
Western  democracy  is  based 
upon  Christianity  and  this  Com- 
munism has  pledged  itself  to 
destroy  because  it  stands  in  the 
way  of  the  militant  atheists’ 
march  towards  a Communistic 
world.  The  avowed  purpose  of 
Communism  also  is  to  overthrow 
capitalism,  embodied  in  the 
Western  system.  These  two  aims 
are  the  very  essence  of  Commun- 
ism. Remove  either  of  them 
and  it  no  longer  exists.  Com- 
munists also  regard  the  coming 
of  Communism  as  inevitable  — 
that  it  must  come  about  as  the 
result  of  a historical  evolution 
over  which  man  has  no  control. 

How  then  can  they  talk  of 
“peaceful  co-existence”  and  mean 
what  they  say?  What  do  they 
mean  by  it? 

There  is  only  one  conclusion 
to  be  drawn.  They  mean  only 
that  peaceful  co-existence  may 
be  possible  for  a time  — until 


either  the  Soviet  Union  is  so 
superior  in  military  might  that 
it  can  impose  Communism  on 
the  free  world  by  force,  or  until 
the  Soviet  leaders  are  so  satisfied 
with  the  progress  of  Communis- 
tic ideas  and  internal  subversion 
within  the  countries  of  the  free 
world  that  they  feel  they  can  af- 
ford to  wait  until  Communism 
gains  control  by  peaceful  means. 

In  the  latter  connection  it 
might  be  well  to  pause  and 
thoughtfully  examine  what  De- 
puty Premier  A.  I.  Mikoyan  of 
the  Soviet  Union  had  to  say  at 
the  Twentieth  Congress  of  the 
Communist  Party  held  in  Feb- 
ruary of  this  year  — “Peace  will 
enable  us  to  build,  in  a brief 
space  of  time,  Communism  in 
our  country  and  in  the  countries 
of  victorious  socialism.  War  can 
only  retard  our  economic  de- 
velopment as  was  the  case  dur- 
ing the  Patriotic  War. 

Sooner  or  later  the  ideas  of 
Communism  will  make  their 
way  to  the  hearts  of  all  peoples 
and  establish  themselves  through- 
out the  world.” 

And  what  are  Communist 
ideas?  They  are  atheism,  ma- 
terialism and  total  disregard  for 
the  moral  law.  With  all  of  these 
ideas  rampant  in  the  West, 
Comrade  Mikoyan  may  well 
have  cause  for  his  optimism. 


FOR  ADVOCATES  OF  CO-EXISTENCE 
“Let  us  abandon  even  the  thought  of  being  Christians  if  we  have 
reached  the  point  of  trembling  before  the  threats  or  the  traps  laid  for 
us  by  perverts.”  Pope  c,ement  xm 
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UP  THERE  A IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


No,  folks,  we  are  not  talking  of  cigarettes  or  horses. 


It’s  the  old  gold  and  silver  that  may  be  lying  around  your  house 
or  office  we  are  asking  for.  There’s  some  in  every  home. 

Gold  or  silver  rings,  watches  and  watch  fobs,  brooches,  dental  fill- 
ings — anything  with  gold  or  silver  in  it  is  useful  to  us.  We  will 
convert  it  into  help  for  Scarboro  Missionaries. 

Just  now  extra  travelling  expenses  must  be  met  as  our  priests  pre- 
pare to  leave  for  the  missions.  (See  pp.  16-17).  Every  bit  of  help 
you  can  give  now  will  be  so  gratefully  received! 


OUR  ADDRESS 

Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


USED  STAMPS 

There  is  tremendous  power  in  old  stamps — IF  we  can  get  enough  of  them  — 
power  that  can  be  used  by  our  missionaries. 

Send  us  all  the  used  stamps  you  can  gather  up.  Leave  them  on  the  paper;  it  is 
more  convenient  for  you.  See  address  above. 


Toronto,  Ont, 


July-August,  1956 


IN  SEARCH  OF  SACRIFICE 


A capsule  account  of  a hero  who  belonged  to  the 
Foreign  Missions  Service  of  the  Catholic  Church 

THEOPHANE  VENARD 

by  MICHAEL  O’KANE,  S.F.M. 

Since  the  time  of  the  Apostles,  young  men  the  world  over  have  given 
their  lives  to  the  work  of  the  Foreign  Missions.  The  birth  of  the  Foreign 
Mission  took  place  just  prior  to  the  Ascension  of  Our  Lord  when  He 
commanded  His  Apostles  to  . . Go  forth  into  the  world  and  preach  the 
Gospel  to  every  creature." 

One  hundred  years  ago,  in  the  city  of  Paris,  a young  man  heeding  these 
words  of  Christ,  was  ordained.  Four  months  later  as  a member  of  the  Paris 
Foreign  Mission  Society,  Theophane  Venard  sailed  from  the  shores  of  his 
native  France  for  Tonquin  in  French  Indo-China.  Missionary  activity  in 
Tonquin  at  this  period,  was  hampered  by  violent  persecutions  carried  on 
under  the  despotic  rule  of  Mih-Menh.  Of  all  missions,  those  of  Cochin- 
China,  Korea,  and  Tonquin  were  exposed  to  the  cruellest  persecutions;  but 
Tonquin  perhaps  deserved  first  rank,  and  consequently  missionaries  looked 
upon  it  as  the  vestibule  of  heaven. 

After  fifteen  months  of  language  study  in  Hong  Kong,  Father  Venard 
sailed  with  an  older  missioner  to  Macao.  From  Macao,  the  journey  to 
Tonquin  was  a dangerous  one;  the  open  seas  were  infested  with  pirates, 
while  the  hazardous  inland  journey  was  filled  with  chances  of  being  cap- 
tured; any  foreigner,  especially  a priest,  had  a price  on  his  head.  But  the 
ingenuity  of  their  Anamite  guides  brought  them  safely  to  Tonquin  and  their 
new  Superior,  Bishop  Retord. 

Shortly  after  their  arrival  the  storm  of  persecution  broke  anew  with  the 
promulgation  of  a Royal  Edict.  The  Bishop  and  his  priests  were  obliged  to 
leave  their  missions  to  seek  refuge  in  the  hills  and  elsewhere.  Each  day 
brought  news  of  brother  priests  being  captured. 

Thus  the  brief  ministry  of  Theophane  Venard  entered  its  final  stages. 
Hunted  from  village  to  village,  his  life  came  to  depend  upon  the  loyalty  of 
the  Anamites  who  fed  and  sheltered  him.  But  the  dragnet  finally  closed; 
he  was  betrayed  and  captured  on  November  30,  I860.  Beiween  his  trial 
and  execution,  Father  Venard,  from  the  bamboo  cage  in  which  he  was 
imprisoned,  wrote  several  beautiful  letters  expressing  the  joy  he  felt  over 
his  coming  martyrdom. 

Theophane  Venard  gained  his  crown  in  the  city  of  Kecho  where  he  was 
beheaded  on  February  2,  1861.  Thus,  another  name  was  added  to  the  list 
of  glorious  martyrs  who  gave  their  lives  in  extending  the  Kingdom  of  Christ 
on  earth. 
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All  desire  to  rejoice  with  Him;  few 
are  willing  to  suffer  with  Him. 

— Imitation  of  Christ. 


IN  SEARCH  OF  SACRIFICE 

Our  cover  this  month  pictures  Fr.  Patrick  Moore,  S.F.M.,  visiting 
in  the  children’s  ward  of  a Vancouver,  B.C.,  hospital. 

Sickness  in  an  adult  is  something  that  calls  forth  our  sympathy; 
but  sickness  in  a child  draws  a tight,  painful  band  around  our 
hearts.  Only  through  the  clear,  wide-awake  eyes  of  Faith  — and  the 
understanding  it  brings  — can  we  look  on  its  pain  without  resentment 
against  God. 

However,  sickness  is  only  one  (form  of  suffering  and  such  physical 
suffering  is  only  one  form  of  sacrifice.  Those  of  us  who  are  so 
afflicted  have  within  our  power  the  doing  of  something  heroic  by  way 
of  sacrifice. 

But  for  all  of  us  there  is  the  sacrifice  entailed  in  self-discipline, 
even,  for  some  of  us,  the  sacrifice  necessary  for  self-reformation. 
Habits  of  sin  are  something  that  must  be  destroyed  no  matter  at 
what  the  cost  in  sacrifice.  That  is  the  first  insistent  reminder  of  our 
Lady  at  Fatima:  “Men  must  cease  offending  my  divine  Son.”  But 
mere  negation  is  not  to  be  the  goal  sought. 

In  the  whole  history  of  Mariology  it  is  hard  to  find  a more  plead- 
ing call  to  her  children  than  Mary  made  in  the  hills  of  Portugal. 
There  she  told  how  much  she  needed  us  to  help  her  make  amends  to 
her  Son  and  Saviour;  there  she  explaind  how  the  sacrifices  necessary 
to  lead  better  lives  were  to  be  the  means  o'f  helping  her. 

How  are  you  responding?  For  instance,  at  your  summer  vacation 
spot,  do  you  have  family  — or  any — praying  of  the  Rosary?  Do  you 
motor  to  make  a visit  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament  with  anything  like  the 
enthusiasm  you  have  when  setting  out  for  some  drive-in  theatre?  And 
how  about  modesty  in  summer  apparel? 

How  much  help  are  you  giving  Mary? 
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We  can  save  the  little  ones  — by  prayer  and  sacrifice. 

LEST  WE  FORGET 


Every  Canadian  who  is  inter- 
ested in  the  growing  role  Red 
China  is  playing  in  world  events 
should  read  a Mr.  Taire’s  report. 
(Taire  is  his  pen-name.)  His 
book*  was  given  a chapter  by 
chapter  condensation  in  the 
columns  of  the  U.S.  News  and 
World  Report,  issue  of  May  18 
past. 

Red  China  is  making  progress 
—startlingly  so,  but  the  ruthless- 
ness df  its  advance  will  mark  the 
Mao  Moscow-dominated  regime 
as  one  of  the  most  inhuman  in 
history. 

The  judgment  on  the  nations 


of  the  world  which  allowed  the 
monstrosity  to  grow  may  not  be 
long  in  coming.  National  selfish- 
ness, political  chicanery,  inter- 
national intrigue  and  arrogant 
Godlessness  — all  seasoned  by 
moral  cowardice  — have  brought 
our  world  to  the  frightful  and 
frightening  state  it  is  in. 

None  but  God-fearing  men  of 
deep  courage  and  deeper  humil- 
ity can  lead  us  out  of  this  awful 
desert  of  confusion. 

Where  are  they? 

*“What  of  Communism  in  China?” 
(Not  yet  fully  published  in  the  U.S.) 
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No  one  can  forget. 

P R I S K O 


by  RODERICK  McNEIL,  S.F.M. 

■ as  one  travels  and  sees  new  places  and 
new  faces,  one  meets  new  temperaments,  out- 
looks, and  new  characters.  So  writers  some- 
times write  stories  entitled  “The  Most  Un- 
forgettable Character  I’ve  Met”.  I was  going 
to  do  so  too,  but  it  is  hard  to  say  which  person 
I have  met  is  the  most  unforgettable,  so  I 
better  leave  it  at  “One  of  the  Most  Unforget- 
able  Characters  I’ve  Met”. 

Where  would  a missioner  in  the  tropics  be 
without  the  “boy”?  Where  would  the  church 
be  without  the  sacristan?  So  I have  come  to 
say  a few  words  about  Prisko,  our  sacristan. 
Prisko  is  not  a young  man;  old  age  has  slowed 


Prisko  (right)  and  an  old  friend. 


Crowded  services 
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Prisko  poses  with 
Fr.  Moylan  as 
they  discuss  this 
and  that  around 
the  Church. 


eep  Prisko  busy. 

MISSIONS 


him  down.  He  has  no  college 
education.  Often  he  will  forget, 
so  that  it  has  come  to  be  a saying 
here,  “Be  sure  to  remind  Prisko!” 
Occasionally,  as  we  would  do 
something  ourselves  since  we 
could  not  find  Prisko,  we  would 
wonder  whether  we  really  need- 
ed a sacristan.  I am  convinced 
we  do,  even  if  we  need  another 
to  remind  him.  For  instance,  it 
is  he  who  makes  the  hosts  for  the 
altar.  It  is  he  who  knows  exactly 
what  became  of  that  alb  that  dis- 
appeared about  a month  ago. 
He  took  a little  while  to  find  out 
who  was  who,  but  now  when  any 
priest  comes  into  the  sacristy,  he 
finds  his  own  surplice,  alb,  puri- 
ficator,  chalice  and  biretta 
readied.  I admit  I failed  in  try- 
ing to  teach  him  that  I do  not 
like  the  look  of  a half-filled  cruet 
of  wine,  . . . here  I had  to  back 
down  before  his  sense  of  eco- 
nomy. 

It  is  not  easy  for  Prisko.  But 
neither  is  it  easy  for  us,  as  Prisko 
does  not  know  one  word  of 
Spanish,  French,  or  English.  His 
knowledge  of  Latin  is  confined 
to  the  colour  of  the  vestments  as 
indicated  in  the  Ordo,  and  the 
prayers  of  Mass,  Baptism,  etc.  So, 
many  a time  I felt  sorry  for  him 
as  I tried  to  extract  some  in- 
formation in  broken  Binisaya 
from  him,  on  some  subject  for 
which  I did  not  know  the  words. 
My  gesturing  has  improved  im- 
mensely from  such  encounters. 


Before  Christmas,  there  is  a 
novena  of  Masses.  Each  day  one 
begins  at  4:30  in  the  morning, 
and  I always  met  Prisko  in  the 
church  well  before  four,  to  see 
that  everything  was  in  control.  I 
was  checking  on  him,  and  I be- 
lieve he  was  checking  on  me, 
both  of  us  having  good  reason 
for  so  doing.  After  the  Mass  and 
Novena,  the  group  in  charge  for 
the  day  would  have  arranged  a 
pa-init,  a sort  of  breakfast.  Prisko 
with  a smile  would  leave  the 
sacristy,  and  about  a half  hour 
later,  would  return  with  the 
altar  boys,  evident  satisfaction 
on  their  faces.  This  particular 
morning,  it  was  a fast-day,  and 
so  there  was  no  pa-init.  We  all 
forgot  about  this  under  the  pres- 
sure of  many  events,  and  so  after 
Mass,  Prisko  left  as  usual.  I was 
walking  up  and  down  saying  my 
breviary  and  had  not  made  my 
fifth  trip  in  the  sacristy  to  find 
him  when  I suddenly  noticed 
Prisko  behind  me.  I was  sur- 
prised, and  asked  him  in  the 
dialect  if  he  had  his  breakfast. 
With  the  bitterly  wounded 
dignity  of  a man  who  had  suffer- 
ed an  affront  of  no  small  signifi- 
cance, he  deigned  to  reply  with 
one  word,  pregnant  with  mean- 
ing in  any  language,  Blanko!  (I 
would  roughly  translate  this  as  a 
sigh  of  disgust  and  the  comment 
that  ’We  sure  drew  a dud  this 
morning!’) 

If  you  can  gather  together 
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your  vocabulary  and  approach 
Prisko,  you  will  find  him  a walk- 
ing (slowly  walking)  encyclo- 
pedia of  the  parish  and  barrios. 
For  Prisko  has  stood  at  the  side 
of  many  pastors  as  the  water  of 
Baptism  flowed  over  the  heads 
of  his  fellow  townsmen.  For  a 
great  number  of  years  he  has 
been  at  this  post  when  the  peo- 
ple here  were  married.  He  has 
passed  the  book  and  the  asper- 
gillum to  the  priest  for  funerals. 
Whether  it  be  to  get  a forgotten 
tabernacle  key,  or  to  fetch  a new 
bottle  of  wine,  to  bury  the  dead 
or  to  baptize  the  children, 
Prisko  has  been  on  the  job,  his 
face  equally  impassive  for  all 
events.  When  we  meet  a new 
custom,  the  details  of  which  are 
unfamiliar  to  us,  we  step  to  the 
side  and  let  Prisko  take  over. 
Behind  the  lack  of  expression, 
an  experienced  man  can  discern 
just  a very  slight  gleam  of  satis- 
faction, one  that  springs  from  a 
sense  of  competence. 

Formerly,  Prisko  was  the  offi- 
cial bouncer  of  dogs,  horses, 
cows,  goats  and  what  have  you, 
that  found  their  way  into  the 
church.  But  now  a younger  man 
has  taken  over  this  job,  the 
second  sacristan,  whose  office  is 
part-time  only.  And  so  the  story 
goes  all  the  world  over,  friends 
and  faithful  servants  grow  old. 
But  while  growing  old,  I doubt 
if  many  have  been  the  help  to 
the  priests  that  Prisko  has  been. 


DO 

YOU 

WANT 

DIAMONDS 

? 

JUST  DO  THIS: 

1.  Send  us  anything  with  gold 
or  silver  in  it. 

2.  Tell  us  it  is  for  Mission  work. 

These  metals  will  be  ex- 
changed for  diamonds  set  in  a 
beautiful  crown  and  given  to 
you  when  you  arrive  in  Heaven. 

Arrange  It  Now  Through 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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Fr.  R.  McCarthy  Fr.  R.  Williams 


Fr.  P.  Toth  Fr.  V.  McGough 


Go  forth , ye  heralds.. 


St.  Mary’s  church,  Toronto, 
was  the  scene  of  our  1956  Depar- 
ture Ceremony.  The  function 
was  ever  so  greatly  enhanced  by 
the  presence  of  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Msgr.  John  Fraser,  S.F.M.,  who 
founded  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  in  1918  at  Al- 
monte, Ont.  It  was  fitting  that 
he  should  preside  officially  at  this 
sending  forth  of  our  new  mission- 
aries, his  spiritual  children,  the 


more  so  because  it  was  from  St. 
Mary’s  he  began  his  own  epic 
career  as  a modern  apostle  of  the 
Gospel. 

We  owe  a large  debt  of  grati- 
tude to  Fr.  James  Fullerton, 
pastor  of  St.  Mary’s  for  his  invi- 
tation to  hold  the  function  in  his 
parish,  and  to  the  many  priests 
and  friends  who  helped  make  the 
occasion  such  a memorable  one. 


YOUR  ATTENTION,  PLEASE 

Monsignor  Fraser  wishes  to  inform  his  many  Canadian  and  Ameri- 
can friends  that  they  may  write  to  him  at  this  address:  SCARBORO 
MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont.,  Canada 
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departing  priests  (see  below  left),  Monsignor  Fraser  sits  on  the  faldstool 
before  the  altar  and  listens  to  the  recitation  of  the  oath  which  all  our 
missionaries  make.  First  temporary  oath  is  taken  after  Philosophy. 


Fr.  Raymond  McCarthy,  S.F.M., 
receives  and  kisses  his  crucifix  which 
is  given  him  by  Monsignor  Fraser. 


After  the  four  missionaries  have 
received  their  crucifixes,  all  pros- 
trate themselves  before  the  Altar. 
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( I.  to  r.) 

Fr.  Toth 
Philippines 

• 

Fr.  Williams 
Philippines 

• 

V.  Rev.  McQuaid 

• 

Fr.  McCarthy 
British  Guiana 

• 

Fr.  McGough 
Japan 


OUR  SEMINARY 
CHOIR 


AN  INFORMAL 
CHAT 

(I.  to  r.) 

Fr.  F.  Diemert, 
Rector  of  our 
Seminary. 

• 

V.  Rev.  McQuaid, 
Superior 
General. 

• 

Fr.  McCarthy 
Fr.  Williams 


Rev.  Alphonsus  Chafe, 
S.F.M.,  Vicar-General  of 
our  Society  preached  a 
stirring  sermon  for  the 
occasion. 


+ + + 


Fr.  Desmond  Stringer, 
Editor  of  "Scarboro  Mis- 
sions" pleads  for  bigger 
and  better  stories  to  be 
sent  back  for  the  maga- 
zine by  these  new-goers  to 
the  Vineyard. 


/JUG# 


and  the 

WORLD  LAD6HS 
WITH  YOD 


In  a village  election  in  rock-ribbed 
Republican  Vermont,  one  Democratic 
vote  was  discovered  before  the  tabu- 
lation had  been  completed.  Election 
officials  stopped  to  ponder  this  mar- 
vel, then  decided  to  complete  the 
count.  Another  Democratic  vote 
turned  up. 

“That  settles  it,”  said  one  official. 
“That  dad-burned  fool  voted  twice.” 
— United  Mine  Workers  Journal 

When  speaking  of  a taxpayer  these 
days,  it’s  a plain  case  of  redundancy 
to  say  he’s  alive  and  kicking. 

— S.  S.  Biddle 

* * * 

No  matter  how  staggering  the 
taxes,  they  never  fall  down. 

— Kate  M.  Ownby 

* * * 

Not  everyone  can  help  run  the 
government,  but  everyone  has  to  have 
what  it  takes. 

— Caroline  Clark 

* ❖ ❖ 

The  important  question  is  not  what 
the  younger  generation  is  coming  to, 
but  when. 

— Franklin  P.  Adams 

* ❖ * 

Woman  has  recently  been  placed 
at  a disadvantage.  Man  can  now 

travel  faster  than  sound. 

— York  Trade  Compositor 

Spring  is  the  mating  season  for 
everything  but  the  golf  socks  you  put 
away  last  fall. 

— Changing  Times 


A dying  dictator  was  stretched  out 
on  his  bed  breathing  his  last.  By  his 
bedside  was  his  second  in  command, 
tears  streaming  down  his  face.  The 
old  dictator  patted  his  aide’s  hand 
feebly. 

“Do  not  grieve  so.  Comrade,”  he 
whispered.  “I  want  you  to  know  that 
because  of  your  loyalty  I am  leaving 
you  my  money,  my  cars,  my  plane, 
my  country  estate,  my  yacht  — 
everything!” 

“Thank  you,  thank  you,”  cried  the 
man.  “You’re  much  too  good  to  me. 
Of,  if  there  was  only  something  I 
could  do  for  you!” 

The  dying  man  boosted  himself  up 
a bit. 

“There  is,”  he  gasped.  “Just  take 
your  foot  off  the  oxygen  tube!” 

— E.  E.  Kenyon,  American  Weekly 

* 

A question  on  a physiology  exam 
read:  “How  may  one  gain  good  pos- 
ture?” 

A country  boy  chewed  his  pencil, 
then  wrote:  “Keep  the  cows  off  it  and 
let  it  grow  a while.” 

— Texas  Outlook 

* * * 

Busy  souls  have  no  time  to  be 
busy-bodies. 

— Austin  O’Malley,  NEA  Journal 

* * * 

“How  do  you  spell  ‘sense’?”  in- 
quired the  stenographer. 

“Which  one?”  asked  the  boss. 
“Dollars  and  cents  or  horse  sense?” 

“Well,”  said  the  steno,  “like  in  ‘I 
haven’t  seen  him  sense  he  went  away’.” 

— Pacific  Oil-Motive  Mag. 
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GODSPEED! 


To  Japan , 
the  Philippines, 


and  British  Guiana 


Japan  is  a fruitful  source  of 
conversions.  With  Fr.  Mc- 
Gough,  our  Society  will  now 
have  twenty  of  its  members 
working  in  that  far  country. 


The  arrival  of  Fr.  Williams, 
and  Fr.  Toth  will  boost  the 
number  of  Scarboro  Fathers 
in  the  Philippines  to  seven. 
Many  many  more  are  needed ! 


Coastal  British  Guiana,  already  served  by 
nine  Scarboro  Fathers  will  receive  two 
more,  Fr.  Gerard  McKernan  and  Fr.  Ray- 
mond McCarthy.  Fr.  McKernan’s  exten- 
sive China  experience  will  be  of  inestima- 
ble value  in  this  new  field  of  endeavour. 


It  is  your  privilege  to  help  defray  the  travelling  ex- 
penses of  these  missionaries.  Please  send  in  your  share. 


Our  Address 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 
2685  Kingston  Road  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

"pill  t&eix  tnileA  tvitA  <u*ciled 


Fr.  Arthur  Venadam,  S.F.M.,  was  or- 
dained priest  November  second,  1930.  He 
went  to  China  in  October  1931,  came 
home  tor  a preaching  tour  from  Novem- 
ber 1936  through  most  of  1937,  and  then 
returned  to  China.  In  May  of  1953  he 
was  released  from  nearly  three  years' 
imprisonment  in  Red  jails  and  sent  home. 

One  of  God's  heroes,  we  ask  your  prayers 
for  the  complete  cure  of  his  ailing  eyes. 

Not  long  after  his  arrival  at  Victoria,  B.C.,  to  take  charge  of  our 
Mission  there,  many  Chinese  residents  of  the  city  gathered  for  a 
festive  get-together  to  greet  Fr.  Arthur  Venadam.  They  were  happy 
to  make  his  acquaintance,  especially  since  their  beloved  homeland 
was  so  dear  to  his  heart.  He  is  seated  in  centre  front  of  picture. 


VICTORIA 
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VIGNETTE 


"Scarboro"  in  Victoria,  B.C. 

The  Sisters  pictured  here  are  of  the  Order  of  Notre  Dame  des 
Anges.  They  run  the  school  connected  with  the  Mission.  The 
building  shown  above  houses  a chapel  as  well  as  living  quarters  for 
the  resident  missionary.  The  Mission  was  first  opened  in  1940,  Fr. 
William  Matte,  S.F.M.,  becoming  its  first  pastor. 
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MONSIGNOR  FRASER 


Ever  the  missionary,  and  knowing 
the  Society’s  predicament,  he  re- 
sponded willingly  to  a call  for  help 
sent  him  by  the  Superior  General, 
Very  Rev.  Fr.  McQuaid,  S.F.M. 

Before  this  issue  is  off  the  press, 
Monsignor  Fraser  will  have  com- 
menced an  arduous  tour  to  seek  funds 
for  the  new  buildings.  His  old  friends 
and  new  acquaintances  will  be  amazed 
at  his  vitality  which  belies  his  age. 
Nearing  eighty  years,  he  thinks  and 
acts  as  though  he  were  in  his  prime. 
In  the  light  of  such  a character,  it  is 
no  wonder  that  year  after  year  brings 
an  increasing  number  of  young  men  to 
our  Seminary  to  follow  in  his  heroic 
footsteps. 

Monsignor  goes  forth  to  seek  neces- 
sary funds  to  complete  the  building  of 
(1)  37  new  rooms  for  students,  along 
with  quarters  for  two  priests;  (2)  a 
new  chapel;  (3)  dining  room;  (4) 
central  Mother-house  for  the  Society. 
Furnishings  for  these  various  units 
must  also  be  supplied.  We  trust  our 
many  'friends  will  support  us  in  this 
great  endeavour. 


Pictured  at  left  is  our  Society's 
founder,  Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  Fraser, 
S.F.M. , as  he  turns  the  first  sod 
for  a building  program  he  initiated 
and  completed  last  year  in  Japan. 
Below  he  is  shown  turning  a first 
sod  thus  initiating  our  new  build- 
ing program  at  Scarboro  Missions 
on  May  27th. 
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We’re 

at  Scarboro  Missions 


Expansion  is  vital  to  any  society's  growth.  Scarboro  Missions'  phenomenal 
increase  is  revealed  in  the  urgent  need  tor  new  and  bigger  buildings. 
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Sr.  St.  Lawrence  and  Sr.  St.  William  arrive  in 


Here  we  see  them  posing  outside  mission 
gate. 


♦ ♦ ♦ fafratt 

by  SISTER  ST.  JOAN 
Seldom  does  a ship  come  into 
harbour  without  bringing  a 
large  portion  of  happiness  to 
someone.  The  Island  Mail , 
which  docked  in  Kobe  on  De- 
cember 3rd,  was  no  exception. 
To  the  Grey  Sisters  in  Shima- 
bara  it  brought  the  most  wel- 
come gift  we  could  receive  — 
two  new  missionary  Sisters.  Since 
our  arrival  in  Japan  five  years 
ago,  two  of  our  group  had  to 
return  to  Canada  on  account  of 
illness.  While  awaiting  replace- 
ments we  tried  to  carry  on  our 
work  with  a community  of 
three.  The  new  missionaries 
may  have  thought  they  were  the 
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Coming  in  on  the  tender  from  the  boat  was  fun. 


cveAt&w  e<fe& 


only  ones  excited  as  they  walked 
down  the  gang  plank  and  into 
another  world,  but  the  waiting 
veterans  were  far  from  being 
calm. 

What  does  it  mean  for  a Sister 
who  has  volunteered  for  the  mis- 
sions to  hear  that  her  offer  has 
been  accepted?  A missionary 
vocation  is  a mysterious  thing. 
For  most  of  us  it  means  a child- 
hood dream  come  true  — a rea- 
lization of  one’s  fondest  hopes 
— an  answer  to  one’s  prayer. 
The  first  inspiration  can  usually 
be  traced  back  to  a talk  given 
by  a missionary  or  the  example 
of  the  selflessness  of  some  mis- 


sionary as  portrayed  in  a maga- 
zine. Whatever  it  is,  it  becomes  a 
driving  force  that  knows  no  rest 
until  one’s  offer  has  been  ac- 
cepted. However,  a missionary 
vocation  is  no  exception  to  the 
rule  that  every  joy  has  a corres- 
ponding sorrow.  Giving  up  one’s 
loved  ones;  giving  up  the  com- 
panionship of  so  many  of  our 
Sisters,  is  a keen  sorrow.  One’s 
customs  and  ideas  must  be  sup- 
pressed, and  those  of  another 
country  adopted.  Just  what  these 
changes  in  living  will  mean  re- 
mains a mystery  until  the  new 
missionary  learns  something  of 
the  land  of  her  adoption.  For 
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Sr.  St.  William  and  Sr.  St.  Joan  out  strolling. 


A group  of  the  Sisters  engaged  in  the  art  of  healing. 
The  pause  that  refreshes  memories. 


SCARBORO 


Japanese  children  are  beloved  by  the  Sisters. 
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East  and  West  meet  on  the  picnic  grounds. 


the  first  while  she  sees  all 
through  Western  eyes. 

A Tokyo  street  scene  has 
many  amusing  aspects  for  a for- 
eigner. Driving  through  those 
streets  in  a taxi  might  be  enter- 
taining, could  one  gaze  leisurely 
through  the  window.  However, 
all  passes  in  one  long  blur  as  the 
taxi  driver  goes  at  break-neck 
speed.  How  he  avoids  scraping 
the  cars  he  passes,  or  crashing 
headlong  into  a fellow  taxi 
driver,  remains  a mystery.  Luck- 
ily the  drive  is  over  before  one 
has  had  time  to  realize  there  is 
no  St.  Christopher’s  medal  in  the 
cab.  “From  henceforth  I travel 
by  street  car”  is  the  decision 
made  as  one  alights.  However, 
a ride  on  an  electric  car  may 
have  its  hazards  too.  If  one  es- 
capes being  trampled  to  death 
while  trying  to  board  the  car,  it 


may  only  be  to  suffer  the  slow 
death  of  suffocation  within. 
“There  is  always  room  for  one 
more”  is  the  motto,  and  if  the 
second  last  passenger  to  board 
cannot  get  beyond  the  first  step, 
the  conductor  obligingly  gives 
him  a helping  hand,  and  a gen- 
erous push  from  behind  usually 
suffices  to  raise  him  one  step 
higher.  Then  the  last  in  line 
gets  on  with  the  same  assistance. 
One  will  notice  that  the  seats 
are  occupied  by  the  men.  Occa- 
sionally a lady  offers  her  seat:  it 
is  usually  accepted. 

Before  entering  into  the  vari- 
ous activities  of  the  Japanese 
missions,  it  is  necessary  to  have  a 
working  knowledge  of  the  lan- 
guage. This  study  is  the  first 
duty  of  every  missionary,  and  it 
is  not  an  easy  one  as  we  all 
know.  Fortunately,  we  do  not 
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remember  the  difficulties  we  had 
learning  our  mother  tongue. 
Neither  did  we  sense  the  expec- 
tations and  hopes  of  those  who 
waited  for  our  first  words.  A 
new  missionary  is  not  spared 
these  embarrassments:  neither  is 
she  spared  the  sinking  feeling 
that  comes  when  one  has  occa- 
sion to  use  a sentence,  practised 
for  days,  only  to  find  it  has  van- 
ished from  memory.  Why  one 
must  use  the  tongue  twister 
watakushitachi  to  express  a sim- 
ple word  like  we  is  another 
problem. 

Entering  a Japanese  home  for 
the  first  time  is  an  interesting 
experience.  When  you  arrive 
there  is  a complete  reception 
ceremony  during  which  your 
shoes  are  removed,  you  are  pro- 


vided with  slippers,  and  bowed 
into  the  main  room.  The  Japa- 
nese can  don  and  doff  their  foot 
gear  with  a speed  and  dexterity 
that  baffles  us.  We  usually  very 
impolitely  keep  our  hostess 
waiting  while  we  struggle  with 
shoelaces.  With  practice  we  may 
yet  improve,  but  as  yet,  our 
entry  leaves  much  to  be  desired 
when  compared  with  the  charm 
and  gracefulness  of  our  hostess. 
Although  the  houses  are  small, 
there  is  an  air  of  spaciousness 
within.  Storage  space  is  built- 
in.  Decoration  is  concentrated 
on  the  alcove  where  may  be  seen 
a painted  scroll,  a flower  ar- 
rangement, a small  teakwood 
table,  or  some  other  ornament. 
The  walls  of  a Japanese  house 
consist  for  the  most  part  of  slid- 


The  church  at  Aino  framed  in  a type  of  arch. 
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ing  doors  which  also  serve  as 
windows.  Sitting  Japanese  fash- 
ion on  the  soft  straw  matting  is 
a painful  experience  for  a be- 
ginner. With  practice  one  can 
sit  for  a considerable  length  of 
time  and  still  be  able  to  stand 
upright  when  the  visit  has  come 
to  an  end.  When  you  leave 
there  is  a ceremonial  bowing- 
out  — and  also  the  problem  of 
getting  into  your  shoes  success- 
fully. 

In  the  small  city  of  Shimabara 
where  our  missionaries  will  be- 
gin their  new  life,  many  of  the 
sights  of  modern  Tokyo  are  ab- 
sent. Built  on  a level  strip  of 
land  between  the  mountains  and 
the  sea,  it  enjoys  some  of  the 
advantages  of  a large  city,  while 
still  retaining  the  friendliness 
and  carefree  attitude  of  a coun- 
try village.  It  has  pages  of  his- 
tory — Catholic  history  — that 
tell  of  the  countless  martyrs  who 
gave  their  lives  for  their  Faith 
during  the  years  of  persecution 
in  the  17th  century.  The  ruins 
of  Shimabara  castle  are  still  to 
be  seen  — a special  attraction  for 
tourists. 

Our  convent  and  dispensary 
are  in  the  heart  of  the  city,  and 
since  the  aim  of  our  institute  is 
to  exemplify  the  Providence  of 
the  Eternal  Father  for  the  poor 
and  unfortunate,  it  is  well  situ- 
ated. Most  of  the  patients  who 
come  are  not  financially  able  to 
afford  treatment,  and  are  very 
grateful  for  the  help  they  re- 
ceive. The  clinic  has  been 
operating  for  almost  three  years 


and  its  existence  is  nothing 
short  of  miraculous.  How  we 
have  been  able  to  pay  a doctor 
and  office  girl,  as  well  as  buy 
medicine  for  an  average  of 
thirty  patients  daily  is  a secret 
known  only  to  Divine  Provi- 
dence and  our  Sister  Superior. 
Our  benefactors  who  have  so 
kindly  sent  us  donations  from 
time  to  time  may  not  have  rea- 
lized that  their  sacrifices  were  a 
direct  answer  to  the  petition  we 
repeat  in  our  Litany  each  morn- 
ing — “Divine  Providence,  Thou 
dost  nourish  the  needy.”  We 
have  had  the  happiness  of  a 
number  of  deathbed  conversions 
as  a result  of  our  work  here. 

Visiting  the  sick  in  their 
homes  is  also  a most  gratifying 
work.  Many  of  the  patients  we 
visit  have  been  bedridden  for 
years  and  are  most  grateful  for 
the  company  and  the  reading 
material  we  bring  them.  While 
able  to  circulate  Catholic  litera- 
ture, often  too,  we  can  give  the 
medical  care  necessary  to  at  least 
relieve  their  sufferings.  Thus 
we  hope  to  show  forth  the  char- 
ity of  Christ  for  His  suffering 
members. 

To  those  who  by  their  gener- 
osity have  made  this  work  pos- 
sible, we  are  sincerely  grateful 
and  earnestly  beg  your  prayers, 
that  our  visits  to  the  sick  and 
our  contact  with  the  patients  in 
the  clinic  may  bear  fruit.  To 
those  who  may  wish  to  assist  us 
in  our  work  in  Shimabara,  we 
say,  in  Japanese  fashion,  O negai 
itashimasu. 
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Father  and  mother  of  the  groom  inside  the  wedding  tent.  Pandit  in  centre  background. 


HINDU  WEDDING 

by  JOSEPH  MORIARTY,  S.F.M. 


The  Engagement 

The  father  of  the  hride  and 
the  father  of  the  prospective 
groom  will  meet  on  a pre- 
arranged day  and  fix  a date  for 
the  wedding.  Sometimes  the  boy 
and  girl  know  each  other;  some- 
times they  “haven’t  got  a clue” 
as  the  saying  has  it.  One  day 
while  I was  taking  a carload  of 
people  to  one  of  our  missions 
for  Mass,  one  of  the  East  Indian 
girls  in  the  car  pointed  out  a 
young  man  on  the  road  and 
said:  “That  is  the  man  I’m 

going  to  marry!”  “Do  you  know 
him  very  well?”  I asked.  “Oh, 


yes;  you  see  he  works  on  a truck 
and  I wave  to  him  everytime  he 
goes  by  here.”  Oh  well,  at  least 
she  knew  what  he  looked  like. 
In  many  cases  it  is  a “sight  un- 
seen” arrangement. 

Anyway,  as  I was  saying,  a 
date  will  be  fixed  by  both 
parents  and  the  Pandit  will  be 
alerted.  The  father  of  the  bride 
will  go  to  the  home  of  the 
groom  and  make  a donation  of 
a gift,  usually  cash,  to  the 
groom.  The  Pandit  is  on  hand 
for  this  ceremony  and  he  is  ask- 
ed to  bless  the  gift.  He  does  so 
in  the  following  words:  “© 
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Bride  and  groom  leave  tent  . . . 


Vishnu,  by  Thy  help,  let  this 
ceremony  be  a blessing  to  the 
parties/’  The  definite  date  of 
the  marriage  is  decided  there 
and  then  and  it  must  take  place 
within  7 to  21  days. 

The  Marriage 

Two  days  prior  to  the  wed- 
ding, in  the  evening  a party  of 
female  guests  go  to  both  houses 
accompanied  by  drummers  and 
gather  a small  quantity  of  earth 
from  the  yard  of  each  house. 
This  earth  is  placed  in  a hole 
dug  out  for  the  main  bamboo 
pole  of  the  tent  to  be  provided. 
This  ceremony  is  accompanied 
by  the  following  prayer  of  the 
Pandit:  “O  Vishnu,  we  have 
now  made  a start  for  the  mar- 
riage ceremony.”  A tall  bamboo 
is  planted  and  a goblet  of  water 
placed  nearby.  Every  night  a 
light  is  kept  burning  at  this 
spot. 
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On  the  night  of  the  wedding 
when  the  groom  and  his  party 
arrives  he  is  greeted  with  light- 
ed torches,  drums  and  dancing. 
The  fathers  of  the  bride  and 
groom  meet  and  shake  hands 
and  the  Pandit  recites  the 
following  prayer:  “O  Vishnu,  let 
thy  help  guide  and  protect  us, 
we  give  thee  thanks  for  bringing 
us  here  safely.”  Meals  will  be 
served  to  the  groom’s  party. 
Usually  a sheep  is  killed  for  the 
occasion.  The  groom  is  permit- 
ted to  partake  of  only  sweet 
meals  for  24  hours.  The  inside 
of  the  tent,  prepared  with  bam- 
boo and  cocoanut  branches  and 
coloured  paper  decorations,  is 
now  lighted  up  signifying  a 
clearer  and  holier  place  to  carry 
out  the  marriage  ceremony.  A 
mud  altar  has  been  prepared 
around  the  centre  bamboo.  On 
it  are  placed  many  lamps  fueled 
with  butter. 

Two  Pandits  take  over  now 
and  both  the  bride  and  groom 
sit  to  commence  the  marriage 
rites.  The  groom’s  elder  brother 
will  be  present  to  garland  the 
bride  and  present  a gift  to  her. 
He  is  then  offered  a low  seat 
next  to  the  bride’s  father.  Now 
lighted  pitch  pinewood  and 
cow’s  butter  will  be  kept  burn- 
ing in  front  of  the  groom  who 
sits  to  the  west  of  the  tent  and 
faces  east.  The  Pandits,  relatives 
and  guests  sit  around  in  a semi- 
circle. A bronze  bowl  is  conveni- 
ently placed  so  that  the  hands  of 
the  bride  and  groom  and  the 
fathers  of  both  are  clasped  over 


S C A RB  O RO 


or  silver  enclosed  in  a ball  of 
kneaded  flour  changes  hands 
here  and  ends  up  in  the  hands 
of  the  bride.  Her  smaller  brother 
stands  by  and  sprinkles  water 
around  slowly  while  a prayer  is 
said  by  the  Pandit. 

The  bride  sits  at  the  right 
side  of  the  groom  and  now  the 
guests  leave  the  tent.  The  Pan- 
dit now  makes  a knot  of  the 
bride’s  and  groom’s  garments 
and  they  stand  and  walk  around 
the  tent  seven  times  with  the 
groom  in  front.  Then  the  pro- 
cess is  repeated  again  with  the 
bride  leading. 

The  guests  are  invited  to 
come  in  again  and  the  father  of 
the  bride  now  addresses  the 
gathering  and  especially  the 

groom  saying:  “I of 

unknown  origin  in  the  presence 
of  Brahma,  Vishnu  and  Mohe- 
sha  (the  Hindu  concept  of  the 
Blessed  Trinity)  witnessed  by 
the  sun,  moon  and  stars,  the 
heaven  and  the  earth  and  this 
assembly  on  this  night  of  the 

year am  giving  in 

marriage  my  daughter 

to  you of  the  said 

origin.” 

“She  is  of  tender  age  and  very 
inexperienced  with  the  intricate 
paths  of  the  world.  She  will 
need  all  the  advice  and  teaching 
you  can  give  her.  If  her  ways 
and  habits  are  not  in  accordance 
with  yours  it  is  for  you  to 
change  them  to  your  way  of 
thinking,  by  gentle  admonition 
and  good  example.  If  at  any 


. . . as  husband  and  wife. 


time  any  wrong  be  committed 
by  her,  either  knowingly  or 
otherwise,  I trust  that  you  will 
remember  the  hymility  with 
which  I am  placing  her  in  your 
care,  and  remembering  will 
exercise  forgiveness,  and  by  mild 
approval  rather  than  by  adopt- 
ing the  harsh  and  cruel  method 
of  putting  her  out  of  your  heart 
and  home,  endeavour  to  pre- 
vent further  occurrences.” 

The  Bride  addresses  the  Groom 

“Beloved,  I am  now  about  to 
leave  the  loving  protection  of 
my  parents  and  the  home  of  my 
birth,  to  live  henceforth  in  your 
life.  To  live  henceforth  under 
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your  love  and  protection.  To 
partake  and  share  with  you  both 
pleasure  and  pain,  affliction  and 
happiness.  Before  sitting  on 
your  left  side  as  your  bride  how- 
ever, I must  insist  on  you  giving 
me  here  and  now  your  promise 
of  your  constant  obedience  to 
the  following  conditions: 

1.  “If  at  any  time  in  the  future 
it  becomes  necessary  for  you 
to  go  on  a pilgrimage  or  to 
undertake  any  religious  func- 
tion, I desire  that  my  consent 
be  asked  and  obtained,  and 
that  I may  be  allowed  to 
accompany  you  if  possible; 

2.  If  at  any  time  it  is  your  de- 
sire to  offer  worship  to  God 
on  behalf  of  your  departed 
relatives  and  friends  I desire 
to  be  asked  to  join  in  such 
worship; 

3.  If  at  any  time  it  might  please 
God  to  allow  poverty  to 
enter  the  house  of  my 
parents,  you  as  my  husband, 
are  expected  to  render  what- 
ever assistance  you  can  to  re- 
lieve their^dis  tress; 

4.  If  at  any  time  you  have 
occasion  to  make  presents  or 
receive  gifts  to  lend  or  to 
borrow,  I request  that  my 
consent  be  asked  and  obtain- 
ed; 

5.  If  at  any  time  you  desire  to 
erect  a temple  to  God  to 
offer  praises  to  Him  I ask 
that  I may  be  allowed  to  join 
in  your  undertaking; 

6.  If  at  any  time  the  occasion 
arises  for  you  to  leave  your 
home  to  go  abroad  whether 


on  pleasure  or  business,  your 
paramount  duty  will  be  the 
insurance  of  the  welfare  of 
your  home  during  your  ab- 
sence. I also  insist  that  my 
consent  be  asked  prior  to 
your  departure; 

7.  Lastly,  I ask  you  not  to  allow 
your  affection  for  me  to  grow 
any  less;  let  it  mature  with 
age.  Do  not  allow  notices  of 
an  unworthy  or  dishonour- 
able woman  come  between 
us.  As  we  tonight  are  joined 
together  with  the  bonds  of 
our  mutual  love  and  the 
sacred  ceremony  of  our  mar- 
riage, so  let  us  remain  united 
until  the  end  of  our  lives.” 

The  Groom  answers  the  Bride 

The  groom  replies  thus:  “The 
promise  of  Obedience  to  the 
seven  conditions  you  have  ennu- 
merated  I give  freely  and  with 
pleasure,  and  call  upon  Brahma, 
Vishnu  and  Mohesha  to  witness 
my  word.” 

After  the  usual  toasts,  etc.,  the 
custom  in  this  part  of  the 
country  is  for  the  groom  to 
spend  some  time  at  the  home  of 
the  bride  and  vice  versa.  Then 
usually  the  bride  goes  to  live  in 
the  home  of  her  father-in-law 
unless  her  husband  has  already 
built  a home  of  his  own. 

The  wedding  festivities  usual- 
ly continue  for  days  afterwards 
as  it  is  an  important  occasion  for 
a father  to  give  his  daughter  in 
marriage  to  the  man  of  his 
choice.  Especially  if  he  has  a lot 
of  daughters. 
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BE  REMEMBERED  BY 

A LIVING  MONUMENT! 


To  be  remembered  . . . That  is  the  hope  of  the  human  heart.  Be  it  an 
Eiffel  tower  or  a simple  plaque  on  a wall,  all  monuments  express  this  hunger 
for  remembrance. 


YOU  can  raise  a LIVING  monu- 
ment to  your  name,  ANOTHER 
CHRIST,  a Catholic  priest! 


You  can  do  this  by  creating,  or 
contributing  to,  a burse  of  $5000.00 
for  the  preparation  of  a missionary 
priest — many  missionary  priests. 


You  see,  the  work  of  a burse  does 
not  stop  with  the  readying  of  just 
ONE  priest;  it  goes  on  and  on  be- 
cause only  the  interest  on  it  is  used. 


We  shall  be  pleased  to  answer 
your  enquiries  for  further  informa- 
tion. In  the  meantime  here  is  a 
select  list  of  burses  for  your  con- 
sideration. 


Sacred  Heart  Holy  Name 

Immaculate  Heart  Little  Flower 
St.  Joseph  Holy  Souls 


Our  Address 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


UP  THERE 


IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


a thing  of  beauty 

THE 

MARIAN 

SHRINE 

MITE-BOX 

for 

THE  FAMILY 


The  Marian  Shrine  mite-box 
is  a gentle  daily  reminder 
that  souls  in  faraway  lands 
need  your  love  and  guidance 
to  find  God.  And  remember, 
you  need  them  to  help  save 
your  own  soul! 


Only  a letter  away,  you  can  have  this  beautiful  ensemble  add  to  the 
Catholic  atmosphere  of  your  home  tomorrow. 

HOW? 

Just  print  you  name  and  address  on  a piece  of  note-paper  and  mail  to  us. 
WHERE? 


SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario 


September,  1956 


Toronto,  Ont. 


HAPPY 


GERALD  DOYLE,  S.F.M. 


ANNIVERSARY 
1931  - 1956 


Pather  E.  G.  Doyle,  S.F.M., 
was  born  and  educated  in 
Toronto.  Following  a period  of 
newspaper  work  he  joined  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
and  made  his  ecclesiastical 
studies  at  St.  Francis  Xavier 
Seminary  and  at  St.  Augustine’s 
Seminary,  Toronto.  After  ordi- 
nation in  September,  1931,  he 
continued  his  studies  in  Rome. 
During  the  summer  of  1932  he 
was  on  the  chaplaincy  staff  in 
Lisieux,  France,  as  confessor  for 
English-speaking  pilgrims  to  the 
tomb  of  St.  Theresa,  the  Little 
Flower. 

He  arrived  in  Lis'hui,  China, 
in  the  fall  of  1934  and  as  pastor 
of  Dolu,  Chekiang,  he  built 
there  the  Church  of  the  Little 
Flower.  He  later  served  as  pro- 
curator in  Lishui  and  in  Shang- 


hai. During  these  years  he  was  a 
frequent  contributor  to  the 
mission  publication  CHINA. 

In  December,  1941,  came  the 
Japanese  attack  on  Pearl  Har- 
bor: and  Japan  was  at  war  with 
Canada.  In  due  course  Father 
Doyle,  as  a Canadian  living  in 
Japanese  occupied  territory,  was 
interned  by  the  Japanese  in 
Shanghai.  Late  in  1943,  as  a 
result  of  an  exchange  of  in- 
ternees between  Canada  and 
Japan,  he  was  repatriated  to 
Canada. 

His  next  missionary  appoint- 
ment was  to  the  Dominican  Re- 
public, in  the  West  Indies,  where 
he  served  for  several  years.  He  is 
now  chaplain  at  Loretto  Abbey, 
Toronto.  He  has  two  brothers 
priests,  and  a sister  who  is  a nun 
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EDITORIAL 


IT'S  EVERYBODY'S  JOB 

'T'he  June  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions  carried  an  article  pointing  up 
the  utter  immorality  of  Communist  ideology  and  how  prevalent 
are  many  of  its  ideas,  e.g.,  atheism  and  wholesale  disregard  for  moral 
law,  among  the  non-Communist  peoples  of  the  West.  We  titled  it 
“Spiritual  lethargy  is  Communism’s  best  ally.” 

In  the  newsworthy  and  alert  Brooklyn  Tablet  edition  of  June  7 
we  read  the  report  of  an  address  by  His  Excellency  Bishop  John  J. 
Wright  of  Worcestor,  Mass.  In  it  he  said:  “If  you  had  peace  of  mind 
in  a world  so  unlike  what  Christ  wished  it  to  be,  it  would  be  a sign 
you  are  spiritually  dead.”  Referring  to  St.  Joan  of  Arc,  he  called  her 
“a  symbol  of  the  way  in  which  every  Christian  must  in  the  last 
analysis  declare  himself  for  Jesus  Christ  or  perish.” 

Are  far  too  many  of  our  Catholic  people  guilty  of  this  sort  of 
lethargy,  or  resting  content  in  the  “peace  of  mind”  alluded  to  by  the 
Bishop?  Can  this  lethargy  be  motivated  simply  by  disregard  of  the 
moral  law,  a sort  of  “eat,  drink  and  be  merry  for  tomorrow  we  die” 
outlook  on  life?  We  think  not,  very  definitely  not. 

Talk  to  many  of  the  wonderful  people  around  you  about  the  state 
of  our  world  in  general  or  of  some  problem  in  particular,  something 
that  has  to  do  with  God-given  rights  and  liberties,  and  you  will  find 
they  are  not  lethargic  so  much  as  numbed  by  mental  confusion.  They 
sense  the  need  for  concerted  action,  gather  together  for  enlighten- 
ment, go  on  record  as  against  some  evil  — and  then  go  home! 

Cannot  Catholic  public  opinion  be  activated  and  directed  to  far 
greater  advantage  than  is  presently  the  case?  We  think  it  can  through 
the  instrumentality  of  a vigorous  Catholic  press.  Not  only  must  it 
alert  its  readers  along  general  lines,  it  must  educate  them  as  to  the 
ramifications  of  particular  problems  and  give  specific  directions  in 
solving  them  competently  and  fearlessly. 

Readers  must  do  their  share.  By  letters  to  the  editors  they  can  do 
much  to  encourage  and  stimulate  them,  giving  them  leads  by  which 
they  may  know  their  journalistic  effectiveness.  Always  remember:  a 
virile  Catholic  press  is  everybody's  job. 
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LEST  WE  FORGET  SERIES 


CLING  TO  HONOR,  CANADA! 

Excerpts  from  a speech  by  Dr.  H.  K.  Tong,  Free  China's  Ambassador  to  U.S.A. 


The  picture  of  Red  China 
which  comes  to  us  in  Taiwan  is 
quite  different  from  the  beefed- 
up,  highly-colored  picture  of  Red 
Chinese  power  which  is  given  to 
the  free  world  by  co-existence 
protagonists. 

* # * 

Today,  the  free  world  stands 
in  the  presence  of  a stupendous 
political  and  human  tragedy  in 
East  Asia.  I refer  to  the  plight 
of  our  people  in  the  mainland 
provinces  of  China.  We  are  still 
too  near  to  the  horror  of  it  to 
appraise  accurately  its  overall 
meaning.  . . . Unless  the  bitter 
events  of  1948  and  1949  are  re- 
versed or  erased,  the  whole 
course  of  future  human  history 
will  be  altered  — and  for  the 
worse. 

# * # 

The  true  poignancy  of  the 
tragedy  is  only  felt  by  the 
Chinese  people  themselves.  It  is 
their  country,  their  way  of  life, 
their  religions,  their  humanities, 
their  clean  decencies  of  customs 
and  standards  which  have  been 
treacherously  overturned.  It  is 
the  unconquered  and  uncon- 
querable Chinese,  who  still  sur- 
vive as  a free  people  in  the 
Republic  of  China,  who  have 
been  made  homeless  in  the  land 


of  their  fathers.  . . . The  con- 
tinued Communist  rule  of  the 
mainland  provinces  of  China  is 
not  merely  a political  defeat  — 
it  is  an  agonizing  personal 
tragedy. 

# # # 

Diplomatic  recognition  and 
admission  of  a branded  aggres- 
sor (Red  China)  into  the 
United  Nations  put  a premium 
upon  aggression  and  reward  it. 
These  are  certainly  not  the  true 
paths  to  honorable  and  lasting 
peace.  Instead  of  relaxing  inter- 
national tension,  ill-conceived 
moves  might  well  generate  un- 
expected new  crises  following  the 
vacillation  and  signs  of  weaken- 
ing among  the  free. 

I wonder  if  those  who  put  for- 
ward such  counsels  have  thought 
through  the  far-reaching  impli- 
cations of  what  they  advocate. 
It  cannot  be  said  too  often  that, 
for  the  free  world,  such  steps 
would  only  jeopardize  the  de- 
fensive alliances  and  enlarge  and 
strengthen  the  Red  bloc.  It 
would  encourage  the  wavering  to 
desert,  the  uncertain  to  defect, 
and  in  the  end  it  would  com- 
pletely smother  the  hopes  of  the 
captive  peoples.  By  whatever 
name  it  may  be  called,  trading 
with  the  Reds  is  trafficking  in  the 
fruits  of  slave  labor. 
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WHAT  IS  BUDDHISM? 


Fr.  Lome  McFarland,  S.F.M.,  herein  gives 
us  a very  readable  and  informative 
account  of  Buddhism.  Its  tenets  pose 
serious  difficulty  for  the  Catholic  mis- 
sionary. 

If  S’akyamuni  Gautama  (566- 
186) , the  founder  of  Buddhism, 
returned  today,  he  would  be  un- 
able to  recognize  today’s  Bud- 
dhism as  the  perpetuation  of 
his  teaching.  Indeed,  almost  from 
the  very  first,  his  disciples  began 
adding  so  many  of  their  own  in- 
terpretations, that  it  is  difficult 
to  ascertain  what  was  actually 
taught  by  S’akyamuni  himself. 

Through  the  centuries,  Bud- 
dhism has  always  been  able  to 
adapt  itself  to  changing  condi- 
tions. Although  it  has  suffered 


great  reverses  in  some  countries 
and  at  certain  periods,  it  has 
endured  because  of  its  genius 
for  incorporating  into  its  teach- 
ings the  main  doctrines  of  reli- 
gions with  which  it  comes  into 
contact.  This  has  been  possible 
because  Buddhism  is  essentially 
a philosophy  with  little  theologi- 
cal content.  It  is  a way  of  life 
which  enriches  itself  with  the 
learning  of  many  philosophies  of 
many  countries.  In  turn  Bud- 
dhism has  served  as  an  inspira- 
tion for  countless  generations  of 
Oriental  teachers  who  have  re- 
vitalized it  transmitting  the  Way 
of  Buddha  to  people  hungry  for 
an  explanation  of  the  mystery  of 
life  and  the  way  of  salvation. 
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This  essay  is  intended  merely 
as  an  examination  of  practical 
Buddhism,  to  determine  how  it 
effects  the  propagation  of  Chris- 
tianity in  countries  predomin- 
antly Buddhist.  For  a more 
thorough  understanding  it  would 
be  necessary  to  consider  Bud- 
dhism with  its  native  accretions 
in  individual  countries,  this  is 
not  possible  in  a short  article. 

It  would  be  a great  mistake 
to  dismiss  Buddhism  as  merely 
a superstitious  and  idolatrous 
religion  which  could  quickly  be 
swept  away  under  the  impact  of 
Christian  truth.  The  teachings 
of  Buddhism  represent  the  striv- 
ing after  truth  by  great  thinkers 
of  the  East  for  two  thousand  five 
hundred  years.  It  is  small  won- 
der then,  that  Buddhistic 
thought  is  an  integral  part  of 
the  philosophy  of  the  Oriental. 

S’akyamuni  Gautama  was  an 
Indian  teacher  and  reformer. 
He  devoted  himself  to  a life  of 
self-mortification  and  asceticism. 
After  some  years  he  became  con- 
vinced that  he  was  the  Buddha 
or  Enlightened  One.  Believing 
that  he  knew  the  road  to  truth, 
he  gathered  disciples  and  in- 
structed them.  He  taught  that 
salvation  and  happiness  come 
from  within;  that  life  is  the  root 
of  imperfection  and  sorrow  and 
that  the  extinction  of  desire  en- 
ables a man  to  attain  salvation. 
Salvation  is  a state  of  perpetual 
enlightenment,  which  is  synony- 
mous with  Buddhahood.  Moral- 
ity, meditation  and  intuition  are 


the  proper  approach  to  the 
truth.  The  exercise  of  these 
virtues  enables  one  first,  to  rea- 
lize the  plight  of  human  beings; 
secondly,  to  make  an  examina- 
tion of  the  cause  of  that  plight, 
namely,  life  itself  and  the  en- 
vironment of  men;  thirdly,  to 
annihilate  these  causes  by  anni- 
hilating desire;  fourthly,  by  prac- 
ticing the  Way  of  Buddha,  or 
complete  detachment  from  all 
things.  This  itself  is  perfect 
bliss  or  Buddhahood. 


Buddhism  spread  over  India, 
Burma,  French  Indo-China, 
Siam  and  Malaya  with  few  alter- 
ations in  doctrine  at  least  in  the 
beginning.  It  spread  north 
through  Central  Asia  and  China. 
It  was  there  that  Buddha  began 
to  be  represented  in  images.  It 
was  there  also  that  Buddhism 
absorbed  Taoist  dualism  with  its 
theory  and  explanation  of  the 
whole  Cosmos  in  the  terms  of 
the  spiritual  and  material,  prin- 
ciples of  good  and  evil.  Con- 
fucianism provided  it  with  a 
code  of  conduct. 


In  Japan  Buddhism  soon  iden- 
tified the  native  deities  with 
Buddhistic  deities,  which  added 
greatly  in  popularizing  Bud- 
dhism. 


The  unwieldy  mass  of  con- 
flicting doctrines  which  were 
taught  in  the  name  of  Buddhism, 
gave  rise  to  many  defections  by 
serious  thinkers.  They  in  turn 
founded  new  sects,  but  always 
under  the  name  of  Buddhism, 
for  most  sects  accept  S'akyamuni 
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Fr.  Michael  Cox,  S.F.M.,  and  Fr.  Mc- 
Farland, S.F.M.,  shortly  before  the  latter's 
return  to  Canada  because  of  ill-health. 


Gautama  as  founder  of  Bud- 
dhism, and  his  teachings  as  the 
essence  of  truth. 

The  various  sects  of  Buddhism, 
while  quarrelling  among  them- 
selves over  differences  of  doc- 
trine, were  always  united  in 
their  opposition  to  Christianity. 
The  fact  that  Buddhism  is  al- 
most invariably  a state  religion 
means  that  such  opposition  is 
not  merely  religious  but  civil 
and  therefore  very  powerful.  It 
is  said  that  when  Christianity 
was  first  introduced  into  Japan 
in  the  sixteenth  century,  conver- 
sions were  unhindered  because 
it  was  thought  to  be  just  another 
sect  of  Buddhism.  But  when 
the  mistake  was  realized,  religi- 


ous and  civil  authorities  com- 
bined to  crush  Christianity  in 
one  of  the  most  bitter  persecu- 
tions the  world  has  ever  known. 

Many  Buddhists  point  to  the 
fact  that  Buddhism  is  more  an- 
cient than  Christianity.  Why 
then,  should  they  abandon  a re- 
ligion which  from  time  imme- 
morial has  been  the  faith  of 
their  ancestors  and  adopt  a new 
one? 

A Japanese  who  embraces 
Buddhism,  which  came  to  his 
country  from  India,  doesn’t  seem 
to  notice  any  inconsistency  in 
his  refusing  Christianity  because 
it  comes  from  a foreign  land. 

There  are  many  superstitious 
practices  in  Buddhism  which 
people  have  performed  for  cen- 
turies. Since  numbers  of  these 
rites  are  of  a semi-sound  charac- 
ter, the  convert  to  Christianity 
finds  himself  more  or  less  ostra- 
cized, at  times  even  molested, 
because  he  can  take  no  part  in 
them. 

Many  Buddhists  see  a likeness 
between  Buddhism  and  Chris- 
tianity. The  mixture  of  Bud- 
dhism and  native  religions  over 
the  centuries  has  produced  many 
ideas  which,  while  not  necessar- 
ily believed,  appear  similar  to 
Christian  teachings.  They  speak 
of  heaven  and  hell,  virtue  and 
vice,  soul  and  body;  there  is 
even  a Saviour  of  mankind. 
Therefore,  why  should  they 
change  to  a religion  which  be- 
sides insisting  on  teaching  these 
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doctrines  demands  the  keeping 
of  ten  difficult  commandments. 

Besides  these  specific  hind- 
rances placed  by  Buddhism  in 
the  way  of  Christianity,  there  is 
that  general  state  of  mental 
apathy  which  centuries  of  Bud- 
dhism has  generated,  the  ac- 
ceptance of  the  falsehoods  that 
truth  is  relative  and  that  it  can- 
not be  known  with  certainty. 
This  was  the  natural  result 
of  contradictory  schools  of  Bud- 
dhism. 

At  first  glance  it  would  seem 
that  Buddhism  in  no  possible 
way  could  be  of  help  in  bringing 
Christianity  to  people.  However 
there  are  indeed  negative  ways 
in  which  Buddhism  is  of  assist- 
ance. Buddhism  has  helped  to 
fill  a religious  void  in  the  people 
of  many  countries  for  centuries. 
It  is  generally  agreed  that  it  is 
easier  to  convert  a fervent  idola- 
tor  than  one  who  has  lapsed 
from  belief  into  atheism.  In 
this  way  Buddhism,  by  keeping 
religious  zeal  alive,  makes  it  less 
difficult  to  convert  individuals. 

For  some  people,  the  beauty 
of  Faith  and  Morals  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  exposes  the 


Buddhist  Statues. 


shallowness  of  Buddhistic  pre- 
tensions in  this  sphere.  In  such 
cases  the  inner  defects  of  Bud- 
dhism are  lighted  up  by  Chris- 
tian teaching. 

Buddhism  also  offers  certain 
positive  helps  in  the  propaga- 
tion of  the  Faith.  There  are 
many  fervent  Buddhists  who, 
according  to  their  lights,  lead 
exemplary  lives.  They  pray  fre- 
quently; they  fast;  they  perform 
certain  acts  of  charity.  Just  the 
spark  of  Catholic  Faith  is  needed 
to  change  them  from  fervent 
Buddhists  to  fervent  Christians. 

May  the  disciples  of  Buddhism 
recognize  in  Christianity  the 
Truth  for  which  they  have  been 
searching  and  may  they  embrace 
it. 


PRAY  FOR  JAPAN 


We  just  pulled  in  on  time  for 
dinner  today,  the  boy  and  I.  We 
were  away  to  a barrio  for  Satur- 
day, to  end  a retreat  being  held 
there.  These  retreats  were  held 
without  benefit  of  clergy,  the 
people  attending  to  the  exer- 
cises on  their  own.  However, 
for  the  last  day  of  retreat,  the 
priest  comes,  hears  the  confes- 
sions, gives  a comprehensive  ser- 
mon, and  the  blessing  to  the 
retreatants. 

On  Friday  afternoon,  after  the 
Mass  kit  and  sick-call  kit  had 
been  put  in  shape,  as  well  as  a 
By  suitcase  with  several  changes  of 
R.  MacNEIL,  S.F.M.  T-shirts,  soutanes,  etc.,  we  set 


shepherd’s  delight 


While  worldlings  strive  in  vain 
for  peace,  Catholic  missionaries 
go  joyfu'ly  about  shepherding 
their  flocks  and  bringing  the  hope 
of  salvation  to  all  men. 


out  by  truck  for  the  barrio.  We 
were  received  by  one  of  the  men 
there,  with  his  wife,  who 
brought  us  to  a second  house  he 
has,  which  he  reserves  as  a rec- 
tory for  when  priests  come,  as 
they  do  once  or  twice  a year. 
First  of  all,  we  had  a snack,  to 
loosen  the  dust  of  the  road, 
which  snack  consisted  of  ban- 
anas served  in  three  ways,  a cake 
brought  in  from  town,  some 
cookies,  and  coffee,  as  well  as 
pop.  After  two  cigarette’s  worth 
of  talk,  the  boy  set  out  to  ring 
the  chapel  bell,  and  I soon  fol- 
lowed to  hear  confessions.  The 
confessions  lasted  three  hours, 
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after  which  we  returned  like  vic- 
tors to  the  house,  and  were  fed 
correspondingly.  Most  Fridays 
of  the  year  are  not  days  of  absti- 
nence here,  but  since  this  was 
Lent,  we  had  no  meat.  But  with 
crabs  done  in  several  ways, 
stuffed  and  boiled,  (almost  as 
big  as  a lobster,  and  just  as  much 
of  a treat,)  as  well  as  a few 
kinds  of  fish,  with  rice,  cake, 
American  bread,  (the  kind  of 
bread  you  eat  in  Canada)  and 
other  dainties,  we  fared  like 
kings.  By  the  time  supper  ended, 
it  was  late,  so  I said  some  Office, 
while  my  host  and  a few  cantors 
ran  over  a hymn  or  two  in  pre- 
paration for  Mass  the  next 
morning. 

The  house  in  which  we  stayed 
was  very  nice,  and  quite  roomy. 
It  has  two  rooms  — a large  one, 
or  sala  as  it  is  called,  and  a small 
one.  The  small  one,  about  five 
and  a half  feet  in  width,  and  as 
long  as  the  house,  was  divided 
in  two  by  a bedsheet;  one  half 
contained  my  bed,  the  other 
half  being  used  as  a temporary 
kitchen.  Outside,  the  porch  was 
quite  roomy  and  had  a roof  over 
it.  The  house  was  exception- 
ally well-built,  having  hardwood 
windows,  which  slid  in  grooves 
in  the  sill.  Outside  the  windows 
flowers  had  been  hung  from  the 
roof  eaves,  and  curtains  put  on 
the  windows.  These  flowers 
were  not  grown  in  pots,  but  in 
the  midst  of  a bunch  of  coconut 
husk  fibres,  tied  together  and 
hung  with  a strip  of  rattan.  On 
the  window  sills  sat  more  flowers 


in  large  earthen  pots.  All  were 
in  bloom,  this  having  been  ar- 
ranged for  the  visit  of  the  priest 
— only  one  of  the  many  tokens 
of  love  the  people  have  for  the 
‘father  of  their  soul'.  I went  to 
bed  early,  as  I was  tired,  and  was 
soon  lulled  to  sleep  by  the  sound 
of  rain  on  the  thatched  roof; 
this  is  still  the  rainy  season  here. 
The  bed  was  a single  cot,  with  a 
spring,  from  wartime  days.  On 
the  spring  went  a woven  mat, 
much  like  the  material  in  a 
clothes  hamper.  Over  that  went 
another  mat,  of  the  same  wooden 
fibre,  but  much  finer,  gayly 
coloured  and  smooth  to  the 
touch.  On  that  was  a sheet, 
and  on  that  was  I.  With  a thin 
sheet  for  a covering,  and  the 
trusty  mosquito  net  over  all,  I 
sleep  well  enough,  and  did  not 
stir  till  dawn. 

In  the  morning,  when  we 
reached  the  chapel,  people  had 
already  come,  so  a few  more  con- 
fessions were  heard.  Mass  fol- 
lowed, with  a sermon,  which  was 
paid  the  greatest  attention,  even 
though  the  people  overflowed 
the  small  chapel,  and  many  were 
outside,  in  the  bell  tower;  as  we 
would  say  at  home,  they  were 
‘hanging  from  the  rafters’.  There 
was  a sick-call  after  Mass.  Then, 
breakfast,  and  a baptism.  Break- 
fast was  not  long  over  when  a 
commotion  occurred  due  to  the 
arrival  of  a truck.  We  all  went 
to  the  window  to  look,  of  course, 
and  out  of  the  truck  hopped 
some  members  of  the  Legion  of 
Mary  of  Cabalian,  accompanied 
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by  Father  Moylan,  their  pastor. 
The  photographer  arrived  also. 
So,  after  a snack  for  the  new- 
comers, we  adjourned  to  the 
chapel  for  a picture.  Children 
were  tucked  into  various  corners 
of  the  group,  places  were 
changed,  things  were  held  up 
for  latecomers.  Three  shots  were 
taken,  each  one  being  delayed 
for  additional  comers.  When 
this  was  accomplished  with  gus- 
to, to  the  satisfaction  of  all,  we 
assembled  in  the  house  for  a 
smoke  and  to  draw  up  some 
plans.  It  was  decided  that  we 
would  enthrone  five  houses  be- 
fore dinner,  which  we  did;  the 
cantors,  ever  increasing  in  num- 
ber, accompanied  us,  as  well  as 
mine  host  and  a group  of  men 
and  children. 

Dinner  was  made  a very  spe- 
cial occasion,  with  fried  chicken, 
crabs,  fish,  a type  of  spaghetti  (a 
fourth  cousin  of  the  Italian 
type) , boiled  eggs,  rice,  bananas 
and  much  more.  Like  the  Gos- 
pel for  the  day  — the  loaves  and 
fishes  — I think  the  food  in- 
creased as  we  ate,  for  at  the  end 
of  the  meal,  every  dish  was  full 
and  the  table  was  full  of  dishes. 
My  mother  was  always  happy  if 
we  could  clean  a plate  at  home. 
Here,  the  outlook  is  different. 
It  is  presumed  you  have  had  a 
good  meal  only  if  there  is  so 
much  food  that  you  cannot  eat 
a quarter  of  it.  So  at  banquets, 
there  is  often  cooked  enough  to 
feed  fifty,  where  only  ten  are  ex- 
pected. No  sooner  does  the  level 
of  a plate  drop  to  workable  pro- 


portions, than  someone  leans 
over  and  fills  it  to  the  brim,  so 
that  no  one  will  feel  ashamed  for 
eating  too  much.  We  did  honour 
to  the  meal,  finishing  it  off  with 
toothpicks  and  water  and  a good 
smoke.  Soon  after,  I started 
saying  Office,  and  the  group  dis- 
persed, some  to  one  thing,  some 
to  another,  some  for  siesta.  After 
this  came  more  enthronements, 
which  kept  us  going  all  after- 
noon. It  was  a real  treat  when- 
ever the  group  would  sing  the 
Baranggay  Hymn  ‘Viva  Hesus’. 
All  the  children  would  join  in, 
with  their  piercing  little  voices, 
only  three  to  eight  years  old, 
which  could  be  heard  three 
blocks  away.  They  are  so  tiny 
that  a little  house  can  easily 
accommodate  twenty  or  thirty  of 
them,  as  well  as  the  grown-ups 
of  our  group.  The  rain  came 
at  intervals,  but  by  a bit  of  art- 
ful dodging  and  the  use  of  the 
umbrella,  we  worked  our  way 
toward  the  town,  and  after  the 
last  house,  we  walked  into  town. 
Confessions  started  immediately, 
and  continued  for  three  and  a 
half  hours.  Following  this  I had 
supper,  about  nine  o’clock  in  a 
private  house,  and  after  that  I 
thanked  the  Lord  my  Office  was 
finished,  said  my  prayers  and 
went  to  bed. 

The  next  morning  at  Mass 
the  retreat  sermon  was  preached, 
(or  read,  if  you  like,  for  we  are 
not  yet  experts  in  the  dialect) 
the  blessing  was  given,  and  over 
two  hundred  and  fifty  received 
Holy  Communion. 
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FATIMA  SERIES 
NUMBER  3 
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and  the 

FATIMA  MESSAGE 


At  Laguna  Pueblo,  New  Mexico,  the  Chief  of  the  Navahoes  stood 
on  guard  beside  the  statue  for  its  entire  three  hour  visit,  July  15th, 


1948. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


Among  the  group  at  a spiritual 
seance  were  the  wife  and  family  of  a 
recently  departed  restaurant  waiter. 

In  spite  of  all  her  efforts,  the 
medium  seemed  unable  to  get  in  touch 
with  the  gentleman  in  the  beyond. 

“Come,  my  friends,”  she  urged, 
“Let’s  try  to  concentrate  a little 
harder.  I’m  sure  we’ll  get  through.” 

Solemnly  they  again  held  hands 
and  tried  to  coordinate  their  thinking. 
Suddenly  there  was  a faint  sound  in 
the  distance. 

“Hush!”  cautioned  the  medium.  “I 
think  we’ve  reached  him.”  Then,  in  a 
low  whisper,  she  called: 

“Hello,  there,  Sam.  Can  you  come 
through  to  us?” 

From  far,  far  away  came  the  faint 
voice  of  the  waiter.  “Sorry,”  it  said, 
“that  isn’t  my  table.” 

— E.  E.  Kenyon 

* * * 

I could  prove  there’s  a God  statis- 
tically. Take  the  human  body  alone 
— the  chance  that  all  those  functions 
of  the  individual  would  just  happen 
is  a statistical  monstrosity. 

— Geo.  Gallup 

* * * 

Ideals  are  like  tuning  forks;  you 
must  sound  them  frequently  to  keep 
your  life  up  to  pitch. 

— Thoughts  for  Today 

* * * 

A gossip  is  someone  who  puts  two 
and  two  together  and  gets  wheel 

— Frances  Rodman 

* * * 

Many  a bachelor  longs  for  a wife 
who  will  take  care  of  him  — and  so 
does  many  a husband. 

— Frances  Rodman 


The  bright  pupil  looked  long  and 
thoughtfully  at  the  2nd  examination 
question,  which  read:  “State  the 

number  of  tons  of  coal  shipped  out 
of  the  U.S.  in  any  given  year.”  Then 
his  brow  cleared  and  he  wrote:  “1492 
— none.”  L.  & N.  Mag. 

* * * 

A boxer  was  knocked  flat  in  the 
first  round  of  his  bout.  The  referee 
began  to  count  over  the  prone  figure. 
Observing  that  the  boxer  seemed  per- 
fectly okay,  although  he  lay  motion- 
less on  the  canvas,  the  referee  didn’t 
stop  at  the  conventional  maximum  of 
“10”  but  went  right  on  with  “11”,  “12”, 
“13”,  and  so  on. 

When  he  reached  “21”,  the  boxer 
rolled  over.  “You  is  very  fair,  Mr. 
Referee,”  he  said,  “but  I think  you 
oughta  know  — I is  through  for  the 
night.”  — Joe  Creason 

* * * 

What  with  automatic  promotions 
and  the  guaranteed  annual  wage,  we 
seem  to  be  trying  to  replace  the 
ladder  of  success  with  an  escalator. 

— Ivern  Boyett 
* * * 

An  enterprising  lad  went  to  the 
local  grocer’s  shop  seeking  employ- 
ment on  Saturday  mornings. 

“Well,”  boomed  the  shopkeeper, 
looking  down  at  the  lad,  “I  need  a 
smart  boy  to  work  partly  in  the  shop 
and  partly  out  in  the  yard.  Interested?” 

“Yes,  sir  — but  what  do  I do  if 
someone  wants  the  door  shut?” 

— Tit-Bits,  London 
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No,  folks,  we  are  not  talking  of  cigarettes  or  horses. 

It’s  the  old  gold  and  silver  that  may  be  lying  around  your  house 
or  office  we  are  asking  for.  There’s  some  in  every  home. 

Gold  or  silver  rings,  watches  and  watch  fobs,  brooches,  dental  fill- 
ings — anything  with  gold  or  silver  in  it  is  useful  to  us.  We  will 
convert  it  into  help  for  Scarboro  Missionaries. 

Just  now  extra  travelling  expenses  must  be  met  as  our  priests  pre- 
pare to  leave  for  the  missions.  Every  bit  of  help  you  can  give  now 
will  be  so  gratefully  received! 


OUR  ADDRESS 

Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


USED  STAMPS 

There  is  tremendous  power  in  old  stamps  — if  we  can  get  enough  of  them  — 
power  that  can  be  used  by  our  missionaries. 

Send  us  all  the  used  stamps  you  can  gather  up.  Leave  them  on  the  paper;  it  is 
more  convenient  for  you.  Send  address  above. 
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'The  Day  Has  Come , 


At  Last  T he 


)( 


These  are  the  words  that  bring  “joy”  to  the  heart  of 
every  newly-ordained  missionary  priest.  They  are  taken 
from  the  historic  “Departure  Hymn”  and  they  tell  the 
new  missionary  that  he  is  about  to  depart  for  the  foreign 
missions.  Through  his  long  years  of  study  he  has  looked 
forward  to  hearing  these  words  addressed  to  him.  Now 
the  hopes  and  aspirations  of  seven  years  are  about  to  be 
realized. 

Today,  these  words  have  another  meaning  to  all 
Scarhoro  'Priests  and  to  all  the  friends  of  Scarboro.  They 
proclaim  that  at  last  the  day  has  come  when  Scarboro’s 
Building  Program  is  becoming  a reality.  The  program 
has  started!  It  is  a “day  of  joy”  to  all  of  us  for  now  we 
can  foresee  the  end  of  our  worries  to  provide  proper 
accommodation  for  the  increased  number  of  young  men 
who  wish  to  give  their  lives  to  make  God  known  in 
foreign  fields. 
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Very  Rev.  T.  McQuaid.  ii 


Scarboro  Foreign  Missi 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  To 


Dear  Father  McQuaid 

Please  find  enclosed 
contribution  to  Scarbo 


> 


| Name  .. 
Address 
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) a y Of  Joy! 


it 


elow  shows  the  progress  that  is  being 
il  part  of  our  building  program— the  ex- 
dent residential  building.  It  brings  “joy” 
witness  this  progress  and  we  want  to 
nth  you.  Your  generosity  and  encourage- 
s possible  this  important  step  in  the 
he  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

plans  call  for  a new  Ghapel  and  Mother 
am  we  hope  to  finish  by  December, 
to  do  this  we  need  more  financial  help. 

►t  yet  given  to  Scarboro  s Building  Pro- 
like  to  share  in  this  lasting  monument 
ission  spirit  of  the  Catholics  of  Canada 
1 will  be  gratefully  received.  You  may 
the  forms  printed  below. 


The  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M.,  P.A., 
Founder  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society,  accompanied  by  Father  Cleary 
Villeneuve,  S.F.M.,  (Cornwall,  Ont.), 
recites  the  Litany  of  the  Saints  at  the 
laying  of  the  cornerstone  of  the  new 
church  in  Yoshizuka,  Fukuoka,  Japan. 
Shortly  after  this  event  Monsignor  Fraser 
returned  to  Canada  to  spearhead  the 
Building  Program  for  the  Society  he 
founded.  In  the  picture  below  he  stands 
beside  the  partly  erected  extension  to 
Scarboro's  Seminary. 


VI.,  Superior  General, 
ciety, 

13,  Ont. 


urn  of  $ my 

I tuilding  Program. 


Very  Rev.  T.  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  Superior  General, 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

Dear  Father  McQuaid: 

I wish  to  help  Scarboro’s  Building  Program  but 
have  not  funds  immediately  available.  I would  like 

to  give  $ in  the  month  of  

I would  be  pleased  if  you  would  remind  me  of  this 
towards  the  end  of  the  month  previous. 

Name  


Address 
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Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


Recognize  Red  China????? 

The  statements  of  Honorable  Mr.  St.  Laurent  at  the  July  London 
meeting  of  the  Commonwealth  Prime  Ministers  reveal  him  as 
attempting  to  restrain  his  colleagues  from  any  hasty  and  untoward 
action  in  the  matter  of  the  recognition  of  Red  China.  The  inference 
is  that  this  illustrious  body  leans  towards  recognition  and  Mr.  St. 
Laurent’s  concern  would  seem  to  stem  from  the  fear  of  a break  with 
the  United  States  over  this  explosive  issue.  The  public  utterances  of 
Hon.  Lester  Pearson  are  apparently  intended  to  give  the  impression 
that  Canada  is  simply  straining  at  the  leash  to  close  the  deal  and  is 
being  held  in  check  only  because  of  U.S.  public  opinion.  At  the 
London  meeting  Mr.  St.  Laurent  told  the  other  Commonwealth 
Prime  Ministers  that  “the  U.S.  Government  cannot  be  expected  to  do 
anything  about  diplomatic  recognition  of  the  Communist  Chinese 
Government  until  after  the  presidential  elections  in  November  at  the 
very  earliest.”  (Toronto  Globe  and  Mail,  July  3rd,  1956.)  He  was 
also  reported  to  have  cautioned  them  “not  to  underestimate  the  depth 
of  feeling  in  the  U.S.  against  the  admission  of  Red  China.”  (Toronto 
Daily  Star,  July  6,  1956.) 

Does  all  this  mean  that  the  Commonwealth  Prime  Ministers 
actually  expect  — or  at  least  entertain  the  fond  hope  — that  the  U.S. 
Government  will  do  something  about  such  recognition  after  the 
November  elections?  Do  we  sense  an  undertone  of  disappointment 
and  frustration  over  U.S.  intransigeance  in  this  regard?  Is  the  Ameri- 
can opposition  which  they  are  cautioned  not  to  “underestimate”  just 
an  unfortunate  but  presently  insurmountable  obstacle  to  the  im- 
mediate welcoming  of  the  Red  Chinese  into  the  “respected”  (!) 
family  of  Nations?  Is  there  still  a chance,  (if  only  they  can  bide  their 
time  and  “lay  off”  for  a while)  that  American  public  opinion  may 
once  again  be  sold  down  the  river  after  the  post-election  cheering  has 
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died  down  and  the  victorious  party  is  secure  in  office  for  another  four 
years? 

Canada’s  “willingness”  to  admit  Red  China  to  the  U.N.  was 
reported  as  far  back  as  March  31st  in  an  Associated  Press  despatch 
quoted  in  the  Winnipeg  Tribune.  “Britain,  Canada  and  several  other 
countries  who  would  be  willing  to  have  Communist  China  seated  in 
the  United  Nations  have  for  several  years”  (Italics  ours.)  “delayed 
any  action  to  that  end  in  order  to  avoid  a break  with  the  United 
States  over  the  China  issue  . . . L.  B.  Pearson  . . . told  the  President 
and  Secretary  of  State  Dulles  that  Canadian  public  opinion  was  be- 
coming impatient  with  the  present  state  of  affairs.” 

The  Canadian  Intelligence  Service,  a monthly  news  bulletin  pub- 
lished at  Flesherton,  Ontario  has  this  to  say  of  the  Honorable  Mr. 
Pearson  and  his  views.  “It  would  be  interesting  to  know  by  what 
authority  the  majority  of  Canadians  are”  (portrayed  as?)  “becoming 
impatient  with  Washington's  refusal  to  desert  anti-Communist  Asian 
leadership  and  boost  the  Asian  Commies.  We  suspect  that  Mr. 
Pearson  is  speaking  more  for  Mr.  Pearson  than  for  the  majority  of 
Canadians.  Most  Canadians  recognize  the  right  of  all  peoples  to  live 
in  freedom.  Mr.  Pearson  seems  intent  on  ‘recognizing’  and  making 
more  influential  the  very  gangster  regime  which  denies  freedom  to 
Asians.  Mr.  Pearson  seems  intent  on  breaking  the  spirit  and  resis- 
tance of  free  Asians  by  boosting  and  giving  a U.N.  seat  to  the  Red 
butchers  who  are  enslaving  the  people  of  Asia.  Quite  an  effective 
anti-Communist  policy  for  Canada  . . .!!”  We  cannot  imagine  any 
more  effective  means  of  breaking  the  spirit  of  our  trusted  anti- 
Communist  friends  in  Asia  and  of  sounding  the  death  knell  of  hope 
for  other  enslaved  peoples  throughout  the  world.  Neither  can  we 
imagine  any  surer  way  of  playing  into  the  hands  of  those  who  main- 
tain that  America  cannot  be  trusted  and  that  her  “friendship” 
ultimately  ends  in  betrayal. 

Well,  it  looks  from  here  as  if  Mr.  Pearson,  together  with  “Britain, 
Canada  and  several  other  countries”  are  going  to  have  to  cool  their 
heels  for  a while  and  sit  it  out  while  they  await  that  expected  change 
in  the  opinion  of  the  people  of  the  United  States.  On  July  18th,  by 
an  almost  unprecedented  vote  of  391  to  0,  the  House  of  Representa- 
tives affirmed  its  opposition  to  the  admission  of  Red  China  to  the 
United  Nations.  (Note:  As  we  go  to  press,  we  learn  that  the  U.S. 
Senate  votes  against  a U.N.  seat  for  Red  China  by  a vote  of  86-0.  U.P. 
July  23.)  This  does  not  necessarily  mean  that  there  are  no  Senators 
Who  favor  such  recognition.  But  it  does  mean  that  no  Senator  would 
care  to  come  out  into  the  open  and  say  so  without  courting  the 
danger  of  political  suicide.  Nor  is  this  Congressional  unanimity  any 
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absolute  guarantee  against  a typical  “squeeze  play”  in  the  U.N. 
when  the  meeting  is  held  — far  from  the  shores  of  America  — after 
the  election  results  are  in.  The  highly  placed  “policy-makers”  of  the 
Government-behind-the-scenes  are  notorious  for  their  brazen  con- 
tempt for  American  public  opinion.  They  seem  determined  at  all 
costs  to  frustrate  any  and  every  attempt  of  the  free  peoples  of  Asia  to 
escape  the  dragnet  of  Communist  enslavement  and  to  prevent  those 
already  enslaved  from  throwing  off  the  Communist  yoke.  In  this 
instance  the  “impatience”  of  Canada  and  of  the  Commonwealth 
Prime  Ministers  plays  directly  into  their  hands.  It  accounts  for  the 
uneasy  feeling  throughout  the  United  States  today  that  there  is  little 
or  no  hope  left  for  freedom  in  the  Far  East;  that  eventual  recognition 
of  Red  China  is  already  “in  the  bag”  and  that  Syngman  Rhee,  Chiang 
Kai-Shek  and  Ngo  Diem  will  finally  receive  the  kiss  of  death.  In  this 
connection  there  is  a special  significance  in  the  treatment  meted  out 
to  South  Korea,  Nationalist  China  and  South  Vietnam  in  respect  to 
the  “atoms  for  peace”  conference  to  be  held  in  New  York  on  Septem- 
ber 10th.  Out  of  the  87  nations  invited,  these  three  were  the  only 
ones  to  receive  a “special”  invitation,  making  it  very  clear  that  the 
Soviet  Union,  Czechoslovakia  and  India  objected  to  their  presence. 
In  its  issue  of  July  18th  the  National  Review  commented  that  “The 
United  States  agreed  to  making  it  clear  that  these  three  nations,  in 
virtue  of  their  record  of  resisting  tyranny  by  force  of  arms,  would  be 
unwelcome  guests.”  This  unanimous  expression  of  Congressional 
opinion  will  halt  the  betrayal  for  a little  while  longer.  But  if  the 
one-worlders  of  the  invisible  government  have  their  way  it  will  not 
be  long  before  both  the  Congress  and  the  Constitution  of  the  United 
States  will  have  been  destroyed. 

The  "Merits"  of  the  Case  for  Recognition 

The  proponents  of  recognition  are  forever  confronting  us  with  the 
“inevitability”  of  the  fait  accompli.  “After  all,  the  Red  Chinese  do 
control  the  Chinese  Mainland.  The  Nationalist  Government  on 
Formosa  is  only  a fiction  and  we  may  as  well  subscribe  to  the  prin- 
ciple of  “cooperation  with  the  inevitable.”  They  are  fond  of  quoting 
just  one  of  Thomas  Jefferson’s  three  principles  on  diplomatic  recog- 
nition but  they  see  fit  to  ignore  the  other  two.  They  would  have  us 
believe  that  Jefferson  insisted  that  the  guiding  principle  for  U.S. 
recognition  of  any  regime  is  merely  de  facto  control  of  the  country. 
Jefferson  never  said  any  such  thing.  Here  is  what  he  did  say.  “It 
accords  with  our  principles  to  acknowledge  any  government  to  be 
rightful  WHICH  IS  FORCED  BY  THE  WILL  OF  THE  PEOPLE 
SUBSTANTIALLY  DECLARED.”  (Letter  to  Gouverneur  Morris, 
November,  1792.)  “THE  ONLY  THING  ESSENTIAL  is  the  will  of 
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the  nation.  Taking  this  as  your  polar  star  you  can  hardly  err.” 
(Letter  to  Thomas  Pinckney,  December  1792.)  Jefferson  also  stated 
that  the  nation  to  be  recognized  must  demonstrate  its  willingness  and 
readiness  to  discharge  its  international  obligations  in  conformity  with 
conventional  civilized  standards.  In  the  case  of  Communist  China, 
the  people  never  had  the  slightest  chance  to  declare  their  will  “sub- 
stantially” or  otherwise.  The  Communist  regime  was  imposed  upon 
them  by  force  of  arms  and  has  been  kept  in  power  by  an  orgy  of 
slaughter  unsurpassed  in  all  the  dreary  annals  of  man's  inhumanity 
to  man*.  As  for  Red  China’s  willingness  to  abide  by  the  “Queens- 
bury  rules”  or  amenities  of  international  diplomacy  we  need  only 
point  to  the  consistent  violation  of  the  agreements  made  at  Panmun- 
jom  in  1953  and  the  Geneva  promises  regarding  Indo-China  in  1955. 
Judged  by  the  Jeffersonian  standards  for  diplomatic  recognition.  Red 
China  simply  does  not  qualify. 

* The  official  Chinese  News  Service  Information  Agency  informs  us 
that  20  million  people  have  been  slaughtered,  25  million  consigned 
to  slave  camps  and  23  million  committed  to  “protective  custody”  in 
China  since  the  Reds  took  over.  At  the  moment  some  200  million 
people  are  suffering  from  varying  degrees  of  starvation.  Guerilla 
warfare  against  the  Red  Government  is  assuming  serious  propor- 
tions. 


CHANGE  OF  ADDRESS 


Rev.  Craig  Strang,  S.F.M., 
St.  Bernard’s  Church, 
Hatchet  Bay, 

Eleuthera,  Bahamas. 


Rev.  Paul  Pendergast,  S.F.M., 
St.  Paul’s  Church, 

Governor’s  Harbour, 
Eleuthera,  Bahamas. 


BOYS  AND  YOUNG  MEN,  THIS  IS  FOR  YOU 

How  often  have  you  said  to  yourself : “I  think  I would  like  to  be  a priest.” 

And  how  often  have  you  let  it  go  at  that  and  done  nothing  about  it. 
Why?  Simply  because  you  did  not  know  what  to  do. 

You  can  do  something  about  it  now.  The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  has  formed  a correspondence  Vocation  Club  to  help  fellows  just  like 
you. 

Father  Anthony  Martin,  S.F.M.,  is  the  director  of  the  Vocation  Club  and 
he  invites  you  to  write  to  him.  Maybe  you  find  it  difficult  to  write  your  first 
letter  to  a priest.  If  so,  just  send  Father  Martin  your  name,  address,  age 
and  school  grade.  His  friendly  reply  will  make  it  easy  for  you  to  write  — a 
lot  easier  than  you  think. 

Write  to: 

Father  Anthony  Martin,  S.F.M., 

Scarboro’s  Vocation  Club, 

60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
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Fr.  Seier,  S.F.M.,  pictured  at  left  below,  with 
Fr.  Hawkshaw  S.F.M.,  is  busy  about  some  neces- 
sary carpentry.  He  gives  us  a look-see  at  life  in 
Japan  as  recorded  in  his  diary. 


LET  MY  DIARY  TELL  YOU 


Yesterday,  after  the  second 
Mass,  an  old  couple  came  to  the 
rectory  and  said  they  had  a very 
important  matter  to  discuss. 
There  was  a number  of  people 
waiting  to  see  me  on  business 
but  finally  I got  around  to  them. 
Japanese  are  slow  to  state  the 
purpose  of  any  visit,  and  talk  of 
completely  irrelevant  matters 
for  a time.  This  couple  seemed 
unable  to  come  to  the  point. 
However,  after  patting  the  old 
man  on  the  arm  a few  times,  he 
finally  told  me.  (I  don't  usu- 


ally pat  old  men  but  as  this  man 
is  deaf  and  blind,  it  seemed  a 
good  substitute  for  speech.)  He 
told  me  he  had  heard  there  was 
no  cemetery  in  our  parish;  so 
he  was  thinking  of  going  to  the 
other  parish  in  the  city.  I as- 
sured him  we  did  have  one  but 
he  seemed  unconvinced.  I won- 
der what  he  thinks  we  do  with 
the  bodies! 

Last  Sunday  a woman  from 
another  parish  came  to  see  me. 
She  is  a Japanese  nurse  with 
twin  daughters  whom  she  wants 
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to  send  to  school  but  hasn't  the 
money.  There  is  a public  school 
in  her  town  but  she  doesn’t 
want  them  to  study  there  be- 
cause she  has  heard  that  some  of 
such  schools  are  rather  ques- 
tionable morally.  It  would  cost 
about  twenty-five  dollars  a 
month  to  send  the  two  of  them 
to  the  Sisters’  boarding  school 
in  Nagasaki  and  that’s  where 
she  wants  them  to  go.  She 
came  to  see  if  I knew  of  any 
jobs  with  the  Americans  here 
that  would  enable  her  to  earn 
that  much.  It  is  too  bad  to 
have  them  so  anxious  to  send 
their  children  to  school  and  not 
have  the  money.  We  always  try 
to  help  them  since  there  is  such 
a need  for  well-educated  Catho- 
lics as  leaders. 

Last  week  from  Thursday 
until  Saturday  night  we  held 
the  yearly  parish  mission.  All 
our  Christians  make  the  mis- 
sion, even  those  who  are  not 
very  good  Catholics  the  rest  of 
the  year.  This  year  we  had  the 
Japanese  priest  from  the  other 
church  here  in  Sasebo  conduct 
it.  We  had  two  Masses  each 
morning  (at  6:30  and  7:30) 
and  then  from  9:30  on  there  was 
a programme  consisting  of  Ros- 
ary, sermons,  and  the  reading  of 
spiritual  books.  There  was 
something  different  every  hour 
which  kept  them  busy.  The 
priest  said  that  he  wouldn’t 
preach  very  long  — only  about 
forty-five  minutes!  Apparently, 
some  of  them  talk  for  as  much 
as  an  hour  and  a half.  At  night 


there  were  sermons  for  those 
who  couldn’t  come  during  the 
day.  Almost  all  of  them  made 
their  Easter  confession  and  re- 
ceived Communion  at  this  time; 
we  helped  with  the  confessions. 

The  people  give  the  preacher 
the  offering.  They  collect  a 
certain  amount  from  each  per- 
son and  give  him  the  lump  sum. 
This  time  they  agreed  on  twenty 
or  thirty  Yen  (about  seven  or 
eight  cents)  per  person  which 
came  to  about  7,800  Yen,  rough- 
ly twenty- two  dollars.  In  parishes 
where  there  are  very  few  Chris- 
tians, we  give  most  of  the  offer- 
ing ourselves.  The  Japanese 
priests  don’t  seek  any  large  sti- 
pend of  course,  but  since  they 
receive  very  little  money  in 
their  own  parishes,  we  give 
them  a fairly  good  amount  when 
they  help  us.  Ordinarily  we 
have  little  to  do  with  collecting 
money  for  church  needs.  Four 
men  of  the  parish,  elected  by 
the  people  and  approved  by  us, 
look  after  money  matters  for 
us.  They  collect  the  money  each 
month  and  then  we  stamp  their 
collection  books  so  they  can 
show  the  other  Christians  that 
we  got  it.  At  mission  time,  it 
seems  a bit  crude  to  see  them 
go  right  up  to  a person  and  say 
“give”,  but  since  they  have  a 
long  discussion  beforehand  on 
the  amount  and  how  they’re 
going  to  get  it,  everybody  is 
ready  and  the  request  comes  as 
no  surprise.  They  are  masters 
at  such  discussions  of  their  com- 
mon problems;  each  is  free  to 
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voice  his  (there  are  rarely  any 
women  present)  opinion  but 
after  the  general  plan  is  de- 
cided, everyone  is  expected  to 
get  into  line  and  work  to- 
gether. 

Yesterday  I went  to  one  of 
our  missions  to  say  Mass,  and 
after  it  was  over,  the  men  of 
the  place  said  they’d  like  to  have 
a talk.  The  gist  of  it  was  that 
they  would  like  us  to  build  a 
church  there.  At  present  an 
ordinary  home  is  used  for  ser- 
vices and  it  is  much  too  small. 
In  order  to  build  a church,  the 
Bishop’s  permission  is  necessary. 
They  figured  that  since  it  would 
be  our  church  as  well  as  theirs, 
we  should  get  the  permission.  I 
agreed  to  that.  There  would 


also  be  a small  problem  of 
money.  Not  having  any  them- 
selves as  yet,  they  suggested  it 
might  be  obtained  from  our  So- 
ciety, or  even  partly  from  the 
Bishop.  I hope  some  solution 
can  be  found  because  they  are  a 
very  zealous  group  of  Christians. 

This  morning,  on  my  way  to 
open  the  church,  I had  just 
come  out  of  the  house  when  one 
of  the  boys  of  the  parish  came 
running  up  looking  very  bright 
and  asked  what  time  it  was.  It 
was  six  a.m.  That’s  great,”  he 
said,  “we  have  a half-hour  to 
play  ping-pong  before  Mass.” 
The  ping-pong  table  is  in  the 
rectory.  I couldn’t  imagine  any- 
one playing  games  that  early,  so 
I told  him  it  might  be  better  if 
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he  came  a little  later.  He  went 
away  shaking  his  head,  appar- 
ently wondering  what’s  so  early 
about  six  a.m.!  (Most  Japanese 
like  to  get  up  at  the  crack  of 
dawn  and  do  a bit  of  exercise 
in  the  fresh  morning  air) . 

We  have  a small  number  of 
people  studying  catechism  now 
and  after  about  six  months  they 
will  be  ready  for  Baptism.  The 
trouble  with  them  is  that  they 
don’t  want  to  study  that  long. 
One  of  them,  in  just  a few 
minutes  ago,  wishes  to  be  bap- 
tized as  soon  as  possible  so  that 
he  can  marry  a Catholic  girl. 
Since  he  has  been  studying  only 
a month  and  a half,  he  still  has 
a long  way  to  go.  All  promise 
to  study  after  Baptism  but  the 
few  we  baptized  after  four 
months  instruction  had  to  be 
almost  dragged  back  to  finish 
their  course.  We  do  not  allow 
them  to  be  baptized  before  four 


months  preparation;  usually  six 
months  are  required.  They 
also  must  live  as  Catholics  for 
some  time  before  Baptism; 
otherwise  there  seems  very  little 
hope  of  their  persevering.  One 
man  came  in  the  other  day  and 
asked  to  be  baptized  right  away. 
He  is  married  and  has  three 
children.  He  went  to  a church 
where  there  is  a Japanese  priest, 
assisted  at  Mass  and  heard  a 
sermon  for  three  Sundays  and 
then  presented  himself  for  Bap- 
tism. This  was  refused,  of 
course.  So  he  came  here  to  see 
if  we  would  accept  him  right 
away.  He  said  he  had  been 
studying  by  himself  and  was 
ready.  I tried  to  explain  to  him 
that  we  would  at  least  have  to 
examine  him  to  see  what  he 
knew.  But  he  wanted  no  delay 
at  all  and  left,  seemingly  puzzled 
over  our  hesitation  to  receive 
him. 


IN  JAPAN,  SHOES  ARE  LEFT  OUTSIDE  THE  CHURCH 


The 

LITTLE  FLOWER’S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 


Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

September  has  come  and  holidays  have  ended!  All  across  Canada 
girls  and  boys  like  yourselves  are  returning  to  school,  settling  down 
(I  hope!)  to  a new  term  of  work  and  study. 

Someday,  When  all  your  studies  are  ended,  when  examinations  are 
just  a memory,  there  will  be  only  one  question  to  be  asked  and 
answered  to  know  Whether  or  not  you  have  been  a success  or  a failure. 
It  won't  concern  what  marks  you  made;  nor  whether  you  became 
class  leader;  nor  whether  you  were  the  most  popular  or  became  the 
star  athlete  — it  won’t  concern  any  of  these  things.  It  will  be,  how 
close  to  God  did  you  come ? 

Is  it  hard  to  know?  I don’t  think  so.  Just  examine  yourself  in 
regard  to  the  virtue  of  obedience.  Human  nature  hates  anything 
which  interferes  with  pleasure,  with  having  its  own  way;  most  of  you 
are  are  old  enough  to  know  that.  Then  why  don’t  you  smarten  up? 
The  virtue  of  obedience  is  your  first  line  of  defense.  In  order  to 
attack  your  soul  successfully  the  devil  must  first  break  down  your 
obedience.  Doesn’t  that  convince  you  of  the  importance  of  obedience? 

To  be  and  remain  obedient  means  you  must  carry  your  cross.  You 
don’t  have  to  go  around  moaning  and  groaning,  and  calling  all  the 
world  to  see  what  a martyr  you  are  because  you  wash  the  dishes 
instead  of  gabbing  on  the  phone,  or  miss  your  favorite  television 
show  to  give  a right  amount  of  time  to  study.  Whom  do  you  think 
your  fooling? 

Be  cheerful  and  gay;  be  the  school’s  best  dancer;  be  the  life  of  the 
party.  But  remember  at  all  times,  be  obedient!  Then  you’ll  know 
you’re  close  to  God. 

God  bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 
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JUNIOR  MISSIONARY  LETTERS 


Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  to  become  a member 
of  the  Little  Flower’s  Junior  Mis- 
sionaries. Would  you  please  send  me 
a mite  box? 

Sincerely  yours, 
Margaret  O’Rourke, 
Peterborough,  Ont. 

Dear  Margaret: 

We  are  all  pleased  to  have  you  as 
a member  of  our  Junior  Missionaries. 
It  is  nice  to  know  that  you  wish  to 
save  to  help  the  missionaries. 

God  love  you, 

Father  Jim. 

* * * 

Dear  Father: 

Will  you  please  send  me  a mite 
box?  I have  reached  the  age  where 
I’d  like  to  help  the  missions. 

Thank  you  kindly, 
Sincerely, 

Victor  Franson, 
Edmonton,  Alta. 

Dear  Victor: 

I hope  many  people  will  follow 
your  good  example.  When  a person 
begins  to  grow  up,  he  becomes  able 
to  help  in  saving  souls  for  heaven. 
Maybe  you  will  be  a missionary 
someday. 

Father  Jim. 

* * * 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

We- have  saved  $2.50  since  the  be- 
ginning of  Lent.  My  teacher  picked 
me  to  write  the  letter  because  1 am 
a member  of  the  Junior  Missionaries. 

Love, 

Anne  Marie  McKinnon, 

Nova  Scotia. 

Dear  Anne  Marie: 

Please  tell  all  your  friends  how 
much  I thank  them  for  helping  us 
by  their  sacrifices.  If  they  send  me 
their  names,  birthdays,  and  home  ad- 
dresses they  can  join  our  Junior  Mis- 
sionaries. 

God  bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim: 

1 am  sending  you  some  stamps  and 
One  ($1.00)  dollar  to  help  you  in  your 
mission  work.  / pray  for  the  mis- 
sions every  night.  I am  fourteen 
years  old  and  in  grade  nine. 

Dear  Mary: 

Your  letter  was  like  . . . well,  you 
look  up  Proverbs  25-25  in  the  Bible 
and  it  will  tell  you.  Keep  working 
and  praying  for  your  Scarboro  mis- 
sionaries. 

Father  Jim. 

* * * 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

1 am  glad  you  got  my  stamps.  1 
enjoyed  your  letter  and  shall  certainly 
try  to  interest  my  playmates  in  the 
missions. 

I am  sending  more  stamps  in  this 
letter. 

Love, 

Draxey  David, 

St.  John,  N.B. 

Dear  Draxey: 

Your  letters  are  certainly  a delight. 
Thank  you  for  the  stamps.  Keep  up 
the  good  work. 

Pray  for  me, 

Father  Jim. 

* * * 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

Thank  you  for  answering  my  last 
letter.  I am  still  saving  my  pennies 
to  help  you  and  your  priests  in  their 
mission  work.  I am  sending  seven 
($7.00)  dollars  which  I have  saved 
since  my  last  letter. 

Yours  truly, 

Paula  O’Neill, 

St.  John’s  Nfld. 

Dear  Paula: 

Oh  jolly  blue!  Won’t  our  mission- 
aries be  really  glad  to  hear  about  you 
and  all  the  sacrifices  you  are  making 
for  them!  For  you  to  save  such  an 
amount  you  must  have  given  up  many 
pleasures.  Bless  your  heart. 

Father  Jim. 
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Canadians  have  wonderful  time-saving  devices  — 
and  ulcers!  Filipinos  go  on  living  happily  be- 
cause they  remember 


TIME  WAS  MADE  FOR  MAN 


by  JAMES  GILLIS,  S.F.M. 

The  Filipinos,  particularly 
those  of  Leyte,  seem  to  belong 
to  a higher  order  than  we  of 
the  Western  World.  We  are 
slaves  to  time.  We  begin  our 
life  of  servility  to  a ticking 
mechanism  at  the  moment  of 
birth,  when  someone  faithfully 
records  our  entrance  into  this 
world  and  the  travesty  continues 
until  we  draw  our  last  breath, 
with  somebody  holding  a stop- 
watch to  be  certain  that  not  one 
second  has  been  unaccounted 
for.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
Filipino  treats  the  matter  of  time 
very  lightly.  His  actions  would 
seem  to  indicate  that  time  is 
something  peculiar  to  this  un- 
happy world.  Nobody  is  going 
to  be  under  its  dictatorship  in 
eternity,  so  why  make  any  fuss 
about  it  while  we  are  here  on 
earth. 

In  computing  ages,  they  give 
a number,  if  one  really  insists. 
However  allowances  must  be 
made  for  the  mystical  side  of 
their  nature.  Round  numbers 
have  a great  fascination  for 


them,  especially  the  number  100. 
Therefore,  if  anyone  has  a few 
of  the  characteristics  associated 
with  senility,  he  has  a good 
chance  of  making  the  Century 
Club.  Of  course,  this  has  special 
disadvantages  for  the  vain  Wes- 
terner. He  must  try  to  conceal 
his  lapses  of  memory  and  petty 
annoyances  as  well  as  he  can. 

Apart  from  the  signs  of  old 
age,  the  only  other  yardstick  for 
measuring  age  is  the  taking  place 
of  some  great  event— either  man- 
made or  an  act  of  God.  If  one 
has  the  misfortune  of  being 
born  in  less  turbulent  times  un- 
marked by  war,  revolution  or 
hurricanes,  then  by  force  of  cir- 
cumstances, he  belongs  to  a lost 
generation.  The  only  definite 
answer  that  he  can  give  you  is 
that  he  was  born.  Sometimes, 
even  this  admission  requires 
unique  powers  of  persuasion. 

To  our  way  of  thinking,  time 
and  travel  are  inseparable,  but 
here  the  impossible  has  taken 
place  — they  are  completely  di- 
vorced. The  boats  and  buses 
leave  for  a certain  place,  but  not 
even  the  driver  knows  when.  At 
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first  a newcomer  makes  inquiries 
about  the  time  of  their  arrival 
and  departure.  One  quick  look 
and  the  person  in  charge  knows 
that  this  is  a crazy  time-conscious 
North  American  (very  little  dis- 
tinction is  made  between  Cana- 
dian and  American) . He  realizes 
that  part  of  his  work  is  to  pacify 
these  minute-mad  neurotics.  Al- 
though he  sports  an  expensive 
looking  watch,  he  takes  a glance 
at  the  sun  and  in  a very  sooth- 
ing voice,  tells  you  that  the 
conveyance  will  leave  at  exactly 
4 o’clock.  You  feel  that  you  are 
mastering  the  system  until  you 
look  at  your  own  watch  and  then 
you  are  thrown  into  a state  of 
utter  confusion.  It  is  really  5:30. 

After  waiting  for  what  seems 
like  an  eternity,  the  boat  begins 
to  move.  You  breathe  a sigh  of 
relief  as  you  think  that  you  are 
finally  on  your  way.  From  a 
distance  a cry  of  distress  is  heard 
and  a straggling  passenger  comes 
sauntering  down  the  road.  The 
boat  returns  to  pick  him  up. 
This  performance  is  repeated 
about  a half  dozen  times  until 
there  is  absolutely  no  more 


room  in  the  boat.  It  seems  to  be 
on  its  way  this  time  but  one  is 
never  certain.  About  half  way 
across  the  strait  the  man  in 
charge  of  the  engine  laughingly 
announces  that  there  is  just 
enough  gasoline  for  another  hun- 
dred yards.  Everybody  joins  in 
the  laughter.  The  boat  stops  in 
midstream.  The  passengers  have 
the  mirth  and  conviviality  of 
Canterbury  pilgrims.  By  this 
time  you  have  your  worst  worry 
in  trying  to  check  homicidal 
urges. 

Really,  though,  it  is  a bit  diffi- 
cult to  adjust  oneself  to  the 
peoples'  indifference  to  time  in 
tropical  lands.  In  the  beginning 
there  are  many  frustrations. 
However,  after  some  time  and 
much  soulful  reflection,  a person 
begins  to  see  things  from  their 
point  of  view.  The  reason  and 
cause  become  evident  for  such  a 
line  of  conduct.  You  even  begin 
to  think  that  everything  on  the 
hour  is  not  so  important  after 
all,  that  is,  until  you  have  a 
church  service  scheduled  for  a 
certain  hour,  or  you  are  waiting 
on  the  roadside  for  the  bus  that 
never  seems  to  come. 


BOOK  COVERS 

Calling  all  school  children! 

Beautiful  book-covers  made  just  for  you. 

Keep  your  text  books  clean  and  neat. 

Ask  your  teacher  to  get  them  for  you. 

Remember:  book-covers  will  only  be  sent  to  you  through  your  teachers. 

PROMOTION  DEPARTMENT 
60  Crescent  Rd.  - Toronto  5,  Ont. 
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VIGNETTES  OF 


IN 

JAPAN 


Fr.  David  Fitzpatrick,  S.F.M., 
wants  us  to  look  at  a signboard 
advertising  points  of  Catholic 
doctrine.  This  particular  one  is 
at  the  railroad  depot  in  Aino. 
The  high  rate  of  literacy  among 
the  Japanese  makes  the  use  of 
such  a medium  of  practical  value 
in  reaching  potential  converts  to 
the  Faith.  Maybe  some  Cana- 
dian advertising  firm  will  design 
and  furnish  Scarboro  Fathers 
with  an  animated  sign,  a smart 
attention-catcher. 
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IN  THE 
PHILIPPINES 

by  ROBERT  CRANLEY,  S.F.M. 

At  one  o'clock  I was  ready 
and  waiting  in  the  Cabalian 
convento , so  as  to  catch  the  bus 
when  it  would  leave  at  two  or 
so.  At  four-thirty  the  boy  finally 
managed  to  hail  one  truck  that 
had  room  for  one  more  passen- 
ger. So,  with  all  my  purchases 
piled  on  the  top  I scrambled  in. 
There  was  not  room  for  one 
more  passenger  — only  half  a 
passenger.  But  working  on  the 
theory  that  where  half  of  me 
went,  the  other  half  of  necessity 
also  went,  I settled  myself  (as 
best  I could)  for  the  long  ride 
home.  And  it  is  a lot  longer 
than  the  map  would  lead  one  to 
think,  because  for  each  foot  of 
territory  gained  in  a horizontal 
direction  the  truck  also  goes 
three  or  four  feet  up  and  down 
(and  with  plain,  hard  wooden 
seats  too) . After  the  first  few 
kilometers  I finally  established 
the  rhythm:  forward,  back,  stop 
there,  forward,  etc.,  which  best 
synchronized  with  the  swaying 
of  the  fresh-caught  fish  (long, 
skinny,  eel-like  things,  blue  and 
gray)  which  were  gaily  swaying 
from  their  string  tied  to  a nut 
on  the  windshield.  They  (the 
fish,  that  is)  belonged  to  the 


lady  seated  beside  me.  When  I 
had  ascertained  that  no  one  was 
going  to  talk  to  me,  I settled  my- 
self to  the  consideration  of 
whether  I should  open  my  um- 
brella or  not,  as  I was  at  the 
very  edge  of  the  truck,  and  it 
was  still  raining.  The  contem- 
plation of  the  weather  was  rude- 
ly interrupted  by  the  fish.  Their 
string  had  slipped  its  moorings, 
and  they  had  flopped,  first  on 
me,  and  then  on  the  floor  of  the 
truck,  and  now  half  of  them 
were  riding  on  the  floor,  half 
swinging  over  the  side.  So  now, 
not  only  wet  and  tired,  but  also 
smelling  of  fish,  I thought  I 
would  relax.  Luckily  the  Feb- 
ruary issue  of  Scarboro  Missions 
had  just  arrived,  so  I got  it  out 
and  began  to  read.  The  lady 
next  to  me  seemed  quite  inter- 
ested in  the  cover  picture.  So, 
to  show  her  that  there  were  no 
hard  feelings  over  the  fish  — it 
could  have  happened  to  anyone’s 
fish  — I ripped  off  the  cover  and 
gave  it  to  her.  She  examined  it 
in  silence  for  a while.  Then  she 
turned  to  me  and  asked  some- 
thing; as  she  was  pointing  to 
the  crown  of  thorns,  and  the 
words  she  used  were  of  my  own 
most  popular  phrase, I knew  im- 
mediately. “What  is  this?’’  In 
my  very  best  (kindergarten  va- 
riety) Visayan,  I explained  that 
it  was  what  we  thought  of  in 
the  third  mystery  of  the  Rosary. 
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UP  THERE 


IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  RENEW  NOW  AND  HELP  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


a thing  of  beauty 

THE 

MARIAN 

SHRINE 

MITE-BOX 

for 

THE  FAMILY 


The  Marian  Shrine  mite-box 
is  a gentle  daily  reminder 
that  souls  in  faraway  lands 
need  your  love  and  guidance 
to  find  God.  And  remember, 
you  need  them  to  help  save 
your  own  soul ! 


Only  a letter  away,  you  can  have  this  beautiful  ensemble  add  to  the 
Catholic  atmosphere  of  your  home  tomorrow. 

HOW? 

Just  print  your  name  and  address  on  a sheet  of  note-paper  and  mail  to  us. 


WHERE? 


SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario 


Toronto,  Ont. 


PHILIPPINE  VIGNETTE 


Live 

" Kites  ” 


from  RODERICK  McNEIL,  S.F.M. 

“Several  times  as  the  bus 
whizzed  by,  I caught  through 
the  window  a fleeting  glimpse  of 
a young  boy  with  a little  kite 
on  a string.  Finally  I had  a 
good  look,  and  discovered  that 
these  toys  were  not  kites,  but 
giant  butterflies.  One  day  the 
pastor  here  — Father  Moylan, 
S.F.M.  — called  me  to  have  a 
better  look  at  one  of  these  little 
pets,  which  had  come  to  rest  on 
the  leg  of  his  desk.  I imme- 
diately caught  it  and  tied  it  up 
for  a picture.  Its  wings  have 
transparent  spots,  like  cello- 
phane, which  remind  you  some- 
what of  the  windows  in  a model 
airplane.  The  body  is  quite 
stubby,  the  antennae  are  short 
and  heavy.  This  little  pet  can 
lift  quite  a bit  of  string,  and  is 
much  more  interesting  than  a 
kite  for  a young  lad  to  play 
with.” 


Life-size  butterfly  mounted  and  snapped 
by  Fr.  Roderick  McNeil,  S.F.M.  Cigarette 
lighter  in  foreground  helps  in  estimating 
size  of  "insect". 


Left  to  right  are  pictured  Scarboro 
Fathers  Kenneth  Dietrich  and  Roderich 
McNeil  with  Fr.  Luis  Boeren,  M.S.C. 
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— OUR  COVER  — 

This  shrine  is  typical  of  the  thousands  erected  in  the 
churches  of  America  for  the  visit  of  the  famed 
Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  of  Fatima.  Pray  her  rosary 
more  than  ever  during  this  month  that  enough  of  us 
will  want  peace  sufficiently  to  help  her  win  it,  cost 
what  it  may  in  sacrifice.  See  also  page  twenty-three. 
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EDITORIAL 


No  Greater  Glory 

Elsewhere  in  this  issue,  we  tell  of  the  tragedy  which  brought  such 
keen  sorrow  'to  every  member  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society.  Two  more  names  have  been  added  to  the  ever-growing  list 
of  heroic  missionaries  who,  having  dedicated  themselves  to  extending 
the  reign  of  Christ  the  King  in  the  hearts  of  men,  have  sealed  their 
dblation  by  the  sacrifice  of  their  young  lives.  In  'them  are  fulfilled 
once  again  Christ’s  words:  ‘^Greater  love  than  this  no  one  has  that 
one  lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends.”  (John  15/13). 

Our  Catholic  people  can  have  no  greater  glory  on  earth  than  that 
which  comes  from  whole-hearted  and  active  participation  in  the 
work  df  'their  missionaries.  Now  more  than  ever  do  they  need  you, 
your  prayers  and  your  alms.  In  this  respect,  we  can  do  no  better 
than  quote  the  words  of  our  Holy  Father  Pius  XII.  “We  should 
like,”  he  writes,  “to  inculcate  once  again  in  view  of  the  new  danger 
that  now  threatens:  Let  all  the  faithful  continue  in  their  determina- 
tion to  support  the  missions,  multiplying  their  activities  on  their 
behalf,  ceaselessly  praying  if  erven  tly  to  God  for  them,  aiding  mission- 
aries and  providing  for  their  needs  as  'far  as  they  can.” 

On  Mission  Sunday,  Octdber  22,  you  will  be  called  upon  to  give 
tangible  financial  expression  of  your  willingness  to  share  in  the 
missionary  activities  of  the  Catholic  Church.  Expenses  must  be  met 
in  educating  young  men  for  the  missionary  priesthood  and  in  pro- 
viding the  means  by  Which  they  can  be  sustained  in  their  labours 
in  the  field. 

To  this  end,  you  must  sacrifice  not  only  many  of  this  world’s 
goods  and  pleasures  which  you  may  be  enjoying,  but  also  much  of 
what  you  consider  needful.  For,  upon  your  response  to  this  call  of 
duty  will  your  eternal  salvation  greatly  depend. 

May  you  put  your  heart  and  soul  into  the  glorious  task  of  winning 
souls  to  Christ  the  King! 
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LEST  WE  FORGET  SERIES 


BRAINWASHED -DE  LUXE  MODEL! 


On  page  30  Of  this  issue 
reference  is  made  to  a Canadian 
visitor  to  Red  China  who  told 
a Toronto  audience  “that  the 
government  of  the  People’s  Re- 
public of  China  was  applying 
‘Christ-like’  principles  in  better- 
ing the  condition  Of  the  Chinese 
people.”  Such  an  assertion  is 
so  patently  false  that  it  makes 
one  gasp.  Yet  that  is  'the  sort  of 
drivel  dished  out  to  our  people 
at  every  opportunity.  Perhaps 
the  visitor  considers  the  follow- 
ing report  an  example  of  the 
Red’s  “Christ-like  principles.”  It 
comes  via  our  Fides  news  service. 

“For  the  teaching  of  catechism 
to  children  of  Canton,  Brother 
Adon,  Marist,  was  condemned  to 
five  years  Of  hard  work.  He  was 
sent  to  a Forced-Labor-Camp, 
for  five  years  as  a “reform  mea- 
sure” by  the  Chinese  Commu- 
nists. This  punishment  was  in- 
flicted on  Brother  Adon  because 
he  instructed  children  in  cate- 
chism in  the  city  of  Canton.  He 
was  also  accused  Of  dissuading 
the  children  from  joining  the 
Red  Handkerchief  and  other 
youth  organizations. 

No  more  worthy  “citation” 
could  have  been  conferred  on 
Brother  Adon  who  is  member 
of  a religious  congregation,  spe- 


cifically founded  to  teach  cate- 
chism to  children.  It  is  unknown 
where  Brother  Adon  is  serving 
his  prison  term.” 

The  Red  Handkerchief  or- 
ganization has  for  its  purpose 
the  brain-washing  of  China's 
school  children  to  make  them 
thorough  Communists.  Our  re- 
port on  it  states  “that  the 
Vanguard  youth-movement  has 
reached  the  number  Of  25  mil- 
lions. These  are  Chinese  boys 
from  the  age  of  9 to  15  and 
are  mostly  attending  grammar 
school.  In  June  1954  when  the 
organization  was  set  up  it  had 
a membership  of  8 million,  and 
within  2 years  it  tripled  its 
number.  It  is  reported  that  an 
intensive  recruiting  campaign 
was  effectively  carried  out  and 
great  importance  was  attached 
to  it  by  the  Communist  party 
for  the  regimentation  of  the 
youth.  To  tell  the  truth  know- 
ing how  little  liberty  is  left  to 
children  tin  Red  China,  and  how 
in  certain  schools  'the  boys  are 
ostracized  if  they  do  not  wear 
the  Red  Handkerchief  it  is 
astonishing  that  their  number  is 
not  even  greater  considering  the 
fact  that  the  official  statistics  for 
the  school  year  1954-55  show 
that  51,217,000  students  were 
attending  grammar  schools.” 
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Human-wise,  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  suffered  a severe  setback  in  the  tragic 
deaths  of  two  of  its  members.  Fr.  Macintosh 
had  become  a seasoned  veteran  well-versed  in 
the  language  and  customs  of  the  Japanese 
people.  Fr.  McGough  had  just  finished  his 
long  years  of  preparation,  readied  to  do  battle 
for  Christ  the  King. 

Fr.  Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M.,  rector  of  the 
Society’s  seminary,  has  written  this  biographi- 
cal sketch  of  our  two  departed  missionaries 
with  a rare  mingling  of  sadness,  hope,  and 


happiness.  This  is  as  it  should  be  for  he 
about  two  heroes  of  God. 

GODSPEED  — 

When  we  said  good-bye  and 
bade  Godspeed  to  our  two 
young  (missionaries,  Father  James 
Macintosh  and  Father  Vincent 
McGough,  towards  the  end  of 
August,  we  were  happy  and 
proud  to  see  them  so  eager  and 
enthusiastic  to  get  on  their  way 
to  Japan  to  do  the  great  work 
for  which  they  were  ordained  as 
missionary  priests.  We  had  no 
way  of  knowing  then  that  God 
had  other  plans  'for  them. 

It  is  hard  for  us  sometimes  to 
see  our  plans  go  unfulfilled  and 
to  see  our  hopes  vanish  without 
the  possibility  of  being  realized. 

It  is  hard  because  we  are  human 
and  therefore  unable  to  see  the 
Divine  Wisdom  which  underlies 
all  the  events  that  happen  to  us. 

In  the  apparent  loss  that  we 
have  suffered  by  the  tragic 
deaths  of  these  two  youthful 
priests  we  are  confident  that 
somehow  in  the  dispositions  of 
an  a lhwise  and  an  all-good  Pro- 
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TO  HEAVEN 

vidence  we  have  gained  im- 
mensely by  our  very  loss.  “Thy 
will  be  done”  is  our  sincere 
prayer  in  our  sorrow  and  we  are 
consoled  by  the  fact  that  “to 
them  that  love  God  all  things 
wotk  together  unto  good.” 

Father  'Macintosh  or  “Father 
Jim”  as  we  were  accustomed  to 
call  him,  by  his  quiet  unassum- 
ing personality  attracted  the 
affection  df  everyone  who  knew 
him.  He  was  in  the  first  group 
to  go  to  our  new  mission  in 
Japan  and  last  November  24th 
when  he  came  back  to  the  Semi- 
nary for  a well-earned  rest  we 
were  thrilled  with  the  stories  of 
his  experiences  and  the  success 
of  'the  work  df  our  priests  in  that 
mission.  The  seminarians  will 
always  remember  the  talk  he 
gave  them  and  as  a result  of  it 
they  received  new  encourage- 
ment and  inspiration  to  perse- 
vere in  their  vocation.  Father 
Jim  was  a priest  for  only  eight 
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short  years  but  they  were  years 
cheerfully  dedicated  to  his  work 
in  the  mission  ito  which  he  was 
assigned.  He  loved  the  Japanese 
people  with  whom  he  worked 
and  he  earned  their  love  and 
respect  in  return.  The  Church 
in  the  city  of  Nagoya  which  he 
was  instrumental  in  building 
will  stand  as  a lasting  memorial 
to  the  life  and  work  of  'this 
modern  follower  in  the  footsteps 
off  St.  Francis  Xavier.  Through 
his  intercession  in  Heaven  we 
can  very  confidently  look  for- 
ward to  receiving  countless  bless- 
ings ifor  the  mission  in  his 
beloved  country  Of  adoption,  the 
land  of  the  “rising  sun”. 

Father  Vincent  McGough, 
known  to  his  fellow  students 
during  the  last  few  months  of 
his  Seminary  life  as  “Father 
Vince”,  was  always  a popular 
student,  because  Of  his  frank  and 
open  disposition,  and  his  friendly 
manner.  It  was  my  happy  privi- 
lege 'to  have  been  on  the  Semi- 
nary staff  during  his  entire 
course,  and  I always  found  him 
pleasantly  cooperative  in  every 
way.  His  athletic  ability  was 
recognized  Iby  everyone  in  the 
Setninary  and  it  was  perhaps  in 
9ports  that  his  predominant 
characteristic  was  most  notice- 
able. That  characteristic  was  his 
determination  and  dedication  to 
whatever  he  was  doing,  and  this 
determination  and  dedication 
can  best  be  summed  up  in  the 
old  saying  which  he  must  have 
learned  in  his  first  years  at  school 
“Whatever  you  do,  do  with  your 


might,  Things  done  by  halves 
are  never  done  right”.  Father 
Vince  knew  no  halLmeasures,  for 
him  it  was  all-out  or  nothing. 
It  was  this  important  quality 
df  'Wholehearted  dedication  to 
whatever  he  did  that  gave  great 
promise  to  his  becoming  a good 
missionary.  And  we  easily  notic- 
ed this  determination  in  the  zeal 
and  enthusiasm  with  Which  he 
started  off  on  the  journey  which 
was  to  introduce  him  to  his  first 
missionary  assignment.  With 
just  eight  months  in  the  priest- 
hood and  with  an  apparently 
bright  future  ahead  olf  him  as  a 
priest  and  missionary,  God  called 
for  the  sacrifice  of  his  young  life. 
Like  the  Patroness  of  the  Mis- 
sions, the  Little  Flower  df  Jesus, 
his  dreams  of  working  for  God 
on  the  Missions  were  never 
realized.  But  like  her  too,  we 
can  be  sure  that  he  “will  spend 
his  Heaven  doing  good  upon 
earth.” 

May  the  souls  of  these  two 
young  priests  enjoy  the  happi- 
ness of  Heaven  and  may  the 
oblation  Of  their  youthful  lives 
and  ambitions  bring  many  bless- 
ings upon  their  families,  upon 
our  Society  which  is  proud  to 
have  them  amongst  its  members, 
and  upon  the  Missions.  May  the 
youth  of  to-day  be  inspired,  by 
their  zeal  and  the  selfless  sur- 
render Of  their  lives  to  God,  to 
take  up  the  work  which  they  so 
generously  wanted  to  do,  and 
aided  by  their  'help  from  Hea- 
ven, carry  on  the  great  mission- 
ary work  of  the  Church. 
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WE  MADE  IT! 


We  made  it!  When  our  stu- 
dents returned  on  September  17 
their  new  8'  x 12'  rooms  were 
ready.  Just  in  the  nick  of  time! 
Your  generosity  made  it  all  poss- 
ible; may  God  bless  you  for  it. 

Next  comes  the  building  of 
the  chapel  and  motherhouse, 
both  to  be  readied  by  September 
1957.  We  depend  wholly  on 
your  prayers  and  sacrifices  to 
reach  this  goal.  Redouble  them, 
won’t  you?  Without  you  we 
cannot  succeed. 


Next  month  we  will  show 
you  a picture  of  the  com- 
pleted wing  all  you  won- 
derful people  helped  us 
build.  May  God  enrich 
your  lives  with  ever-in- 
creasing  health,  happiness 
and  peace.  That  is  our 
wish  and  prayer  for  you. 


Especially  pleased  — and  very 
naturally  so  — is  our  Founder, 
seventy  - nine  year  old  Msgr. 
Fraser.  The  way  you  have  taken 
the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  to  your  hearts  gladdens 
and  consoles  his,  deeply.  It  was 
a hard  struggle  to  exist  'back  in 
the  early  days.  No  one  knows 
that  better  than  he! 

So  keep  up  your  generous 
support.  We  still  need  a lot  — a 
very  great  lot  — df  money  to 
finish  the  task.  The  coupons  on 
page  nine  are  for  your  easy  use. 


PLEASE  ADDRESS 
YOUR  DONATION  TO 
OUR  BUILDING  FUND 
TO 

Superior  General, 
Scarboro  Missions, 
2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 
Thank  you 
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Dear  Father: 

Please  find  enclosed  the  sum  of  $ rny  contribution  to 

Scarboro’s  Building  Program. 

Name 

Address  


Dear  Father: 

I wish  to  help  Scarboro’s  Building  Program  but  have  not  funds 

immediately  available.  I would  like  to  give  $ in  the 

month  of  I would  be  pleased  if  you  would  remind  me 

of  this  towards  the  end  of  the  month  previous. 

Name 

Address  
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No 
grander 
mission  surely 
could  saints  or  men  enjoy; 

No  heart 
should  love  more  purely 
than  yours , 


MY 

ALTAR 

BOY 

BY  WALLACE  CHISHOLM,  S.F.M. 


T8  there  anything  in  all  God’s 
A Creation  so  wonderful,  so 
terrible,  so  fascinating  and  so 
misunderstood  as  a teenage  boy? 

He  is  full  of  laughter  and 
tears,  problems  and  simplicity, 
at  one  and  the  same  time. 

He  if  ears  the  future,  enjoys  the 
present  and  has  long  since  for- 
gotten the  past. 

When  you  have  this  midget 
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atom  bomb  multiplied  forty 
times  and  all  wanting  to  serve 
Mass  — you  have  then,  what  I 
have  now,  an  Altar  Boys  Society. 

I received  this  job  as  a “hand- 
me-down”  from  another  priest 
who  did  the  spade  work  and 
taught  about  fifteen  Of  these 
boys  their  Latin  answers  for 
Mass. 

With  enthusiasm  born  of  ig- 
SC ARBORO 


norance  I took  over  these  boys 
and  encouraged  t'wentydive  more 
to  join  the  ranks  and  now,  six 
months  later,  'this  simple  organi- 
zation has  developed  into  prac- 
tically a full  time  job  but  at  last 
I have  a nucleus  of  an  organiza- 
tion which  goes  by  the  rather 
elite  title  of  “The  Archconfra- 
ternity of  St.  Stephen  — Fatima 
Branch.” 


I have  learned  more  about 
British  Guiana  'from  these  boys 
than  'from  any  other  source 
written  or  otherwise. 

To  begin  with,  my  Altar  Boys 
are  made  up  of  practically  all 
the  races  that  inhabit  this  land— 
a real  League  of  Nations  in 
short  pants. 

Most  of  them  are  in  the  teen- 
age group  and  being  such  they 
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are  all  fundamentally  good  (boys. 
By  that  I mean  that  they  are 
alble  to  blend  perfectly  both  the 
angelic  and  the  satanie  with 
great  facility. 

There  are  some  who  can’t 
serve  Mass  ye't  because  they 
don’t  know  their  Latin  prayers, 
and  without  a doubt,  they  won’t 
ever  know  them  because  they 
spend  so  much  Of  their  time  just 
being  boys  that  they  won’t  settle 
down  to  study;  but  I figure  that 
is  alright  because  as  long  as  they 
keep  coming  to  the  altar  boys’ 
meetings  they  will  keep  out  of 
serious  trouble. 

I divided  my  forty  boys  into 
two  groups  — Senior  and  Junior 
and  at  present  I have  about  six- 
teen Senior  Altar  servers.  To  be 
a Senior  you  must  win  your 
Archconfraternity  medal  by  be- 
ing able  to  serve  Mass  perfectly 
(almost!) . 

Last  month,  after  they  had 
done  a good  job  with  the  Holy 
Wedk  Ceremonies,  I decided  to 
give  my  Seniors  a treat  and  took 
them  on  a three  day  holiday  to 
Madeweni  Creek  which  is  about 
forty  miles  (from  Georgetown. 

We  planned,  re-planned,  ar- 
gued, stormed,  threatened,  cal- 
culated and  re-calculated  and 
finally  with  thirteen  of  these 
bundles  of  dynamite,  we  set 
forth. 


If  anything  shows  (forth  the 
character  of  a growing  boy,  it  is 
his  ability  to  be  a good  camper. 
Some  of  the  lads  proved  they 
really  ha'd  it,  while  others,  well! 

For  two  days  and  nights  we 
really  roughed  it  — we  walked 
under  the  tropical  sun  with 
packs  on  our  backs  until  we 
were  ready  to  drop  from  exhaus- 
tion — at  least  until  Father  was 
ready  to  drop  — not  these  lads. 
Why,  after  a twenty  mile  (tramp 
they  approached  me  with  the 
naivete  of  innocence  and  said; 
“Father,  can  we  please  go  for  a 
swim?”  (which  translated  into 
the  local  idiom  reads  like  this  — 
“Fadder,  please  for  a thwim”) . 
Of  course  they  had  “thwurn”  six 
times  already  that  day,  but  off 
they  went. 

Food  was  a problem.  We  had 
brought  provisions  for  a small 
army  — but  it  turned  out  that  I 
had  this  small  army  with  me 
and  when  these  lads  weren’t 
talking,  swimming,  walking  or 
sleeping,  they  were  eating. 
Their  three  day  diet  was  the 
most  Obnoxious  display  of  gas- 
tronomic absurdities  that  I have 
ever  had  the  misfortune  to  eat— 
but  so  what?  They  thought  that 
Father  had  holes  in  his  head  for 
eating  pork  and  beans  — “every 
man  to  his  Own  taste.” 


ABOUT  THE  AUTHOR 

Fr.  W.  “Wally”  Chisholm,  S.F.M.,  continues  to  give  our  readers  high- 
quality  human  interest  stories  of  life  in  British  Guiana.  He  is  presently 
attached  to  our  mission  in  Port  Mourant,  Berbice,  B.G. 
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As  we  only  had  creek  water  to 
drink,  I 'brought  along  a fifth  of 
brandy  to  kill  the  bugs  in  each 
pail  of  water  and  as  a conse- 
quence they  drank  more  water 
in  three  days  than  they  ordi- 
narily would  in  a week. 

The  most  peaceful  time  was 
at  night;  we  camped  on  the  edge 
of  the  forest  and  built  a huge 
campfire  to  discourage  tiger-cats 
that  were  plentiful  in  the  region 
because  we  had  seen  many  tracks 
during  the  day. 

The  'boys  were  really  tired 
every  night  but  they  sat  around 
and  we  sang  West  Indian  Calyp- 
so’s and  played  games,  until  they 
began  to  fall  asleep.  I had  plenty 
of  time  during  these  days  to 
observe  my  Seniors  and  at  night 
I watched  these  teenagers  around 
the  glowing  embers  of  a dying 
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RINGING  OF  A BELL? 

Just  enough,  we  hope,  to  help 
you  remember  to  send  in  the  sub- 
scription payment  that  has  been 
slipping  your  mind.  How  about 
doing  it  right  this  minute?  Thank 
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fire  — the  future  of  Guiana  lay 
with  such  as  these.  The  East 
Indian,  alert,  clever,  a deep 
thinker.  The  Chinese,  stoic, 
steady  and  co-operative.  The 
Portuguese,  calm,  willing  and 
self-possessed.  The  African,  loy- 
al, comical,  and  easy-going.  The 
mixed  races,  cheerful,  always 
laughing  and  friendly.  Many 
races?  Yes,  but  all  equally  loved 
by  an  All-loving  God. 

There  was  the  odd  cry  and 
rustle  in  the  'forest  and  then, 
silence  as  nature  settled  down 
for  the  night. 

The  stars  looked  down  those 
nights  on  you , my  altar  hoys  and 
you  dreamed  great  dreams. 
Within  your  young  hearts  He  is 
shaping  you  for  the  Great  To- 
morrow. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


“Wbat  possible  excuse,”  demanded 
the  irate  Judge,  “can  you  give  for 
acquitting  this  man  of  second-degree 
murder?” 

“Insanity,”  replied  the  jury  fore- 
man. 

“What?”  snapped  the  Judge.  “All 
12  of  you?” 

Neal  O’Hara. 

^ $ 

Sign  outside  a women’s  club  in 
Florida:  “Enter  and  Knock”. 

E.  E.  Kenyon , American  Weekly. 

% % % 

The  psychiatrist  had  worked  long 
and  arduously  to  get  a patient  of  his 
over  the  notion  that  he  was  a dog. 
When  at  last  the  course  of  treatments 
was  concluded,  the  doctor  asked  him 
one  final  question:  “How  do  you  feel 
now?” 

“Just  wonderful,  Doc!”  the  patient 
enthused.  “I  couldn’t  feel  better  if  I 
tried.  Just  feel  my  nose!” 

Corn  Crib 

sjs  sH 

If  you’re  interested  in  telling  Whe- 
ther a worm  is  a gentleman  Worm  or 
a lady  worm,  we  have  a sure-fire  sys- 
tem. Just  wait  until  the  worm  turns — 
if  he  signals,  he’s  a gentleman. 

Seng  Fellowship  News. 
^ 

The  office  man  was  delighted  in 
displaying  his  new  dentures  to  fellow 
employees.  Finally  someone  inquired: 
“And  how  does  your  wife  like  the 
new  choppers?” 

To  this  the  man  airily  replied:  “I 
dunno;  I never  open  my  mouth  around 
the  house.” 

Wall  St.  Jnl. 


The  teacher  was  trying  to  give  her 
class  an  impression  of  fractions.  She 
told  them  they  could  think  of  frac- 
tions at  home  as  well  as  in  school 
and  gave  such  examples  as  “half  a 
sandwich”,  “a  quarter  of  a pie”,  and 
“tenth  part  of  a dollar.” 

At  that  point  one  little  boy  caught 
on  and  proudly  contributed,  “My 
father  came  home  last  night  with  a 
fifth.” 

Great  Northern  Goat. 

* * * 

Queen  Mother  Elisabeth  of  Bel- 
gium, visiting  in  an  iron  curtain 
country,  asked  the  guide,  “Are  you  a 
Catholic?” 

“I  believe  in  it  Your  Majesty,  but 
I don’t  practice  it.” 

“That’s  right,  I forgot,”  replied  the 
Queen,  “you  are  a communist.” 

“I  practice  it.  Your  Majesty,  but  I 
don’t  believe  in  it.” 

Paris  Match 

* 5fc  * 

A well-dressed  lady  stepped  on  an 
elevator  in  an  office  building  and  told 
the  operator  she  wished  to  be  taken 
to  the  9 th  floor. 

“Whom  do  you  wish  to  see  on  that 
floor?”  asked  the  operator  courteously. 

Drawing  herself  up,  the  woman 
stared  at  him  and  asked,  “What  busi- 
ness is  that  of  yours?” 

“None,  Madam,”  he  replied,  but 
there  are  only  8 floors  in  this  build- 
ing.” 

Capper’s  Weekly. 

* sj:  * 

When  a child  takes  no  for  an 
answer,  he’s  probably  thinking  of  an- 
other way  to  ask  the  question. 

Franklin  P.  Jones. 
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Did  you  look  yet? 

For  the  old  gold  and  silver  that  may  be  lying  around  your  house? 
There’s  some  in  every  home. 

Gold  or  silver  rings,  watches  and  watch  fobs,  (brooches,  dental  fill- 
ings — anything  with  gold  or  silver  in  it  is  useful  to  us.  We  will 
convert  it  into  help  for  Scarboro  'Missionaries. 


OUR  ADDRESS 

Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


USED  STAMPS 

There  is  tremendous  power  in  old  stamps  — if  we  can  get  enough 
of  them  — power  that  can  be  used  by  our  missionaries. 

Send  us  all  the  used  stamps  you  can  gather  up.  Leave  them  on  the 
paper;  it  is  more  convenient  for  you.  See  address  above. 
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ISLANDS 


James  Macintosh,  S.F.M. 


On  the  raw  and  rainy  morn- 
ing oif  August  30,  the  first  news 
of  a grim  tragedy  came  over  the 
radio.  A large  passenger  plane 
crashed  at  'Cold  Bay  in  the  fog- 
shrouded  Aleutian  Islands.  Fr. 
James  Macintosh,  S.FJM.,  son  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Roderick  A.  Mac- 
intosh df  St.  Andrew’s,  N.S.  and 
his  companion,  Fr.  Vincent 
McGough,  S.F.M. , son  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Henry  J.  McGough, 
Toronto,  Ont.,  went  to  their 
deaths  along  with  some  fifteen 
others  of  the  passengers  and 


ARROW  POINTS  TO  APPROXIMATEi 

MARKEll 


fylUflit 


crew. 


Fr.  Macintosh,  brother  of  Fr. 
Alex.  Macintosh,  Treasurer  Gen- 
eral df  the  Society,  was  return- 
ing to  his  mission  in  Japan  to 
which  he  had  first  gone  in 
December  1948.  He  had  been 
home  since  November  1955,  for 
a well-deserved  rest.  During  his 
years  in  Japan,  he  had  the  hap- 


piness of  building  St.  Mary’s  I 
Church  in  Nagoya  and  of  seeing 
it  blessed  in  1953  by  Msgr.  Mat- 
suoka,  Prefect- Apostolic  off  that | 
territory. 

Fr.  Macintosh  was  born  inj 
1920  in  St.  Andrew’s  N.S.  Beforei 
entering  the  Society  in  1943,  he 
obtained  bis  Bachelor  o)f  Artsi 
degree  from  St.  Francis  Xavier 
University  in  Antigonish.  Hej 
was  ordained  priest  June  5,  1948.J 


Grant , we  beseech  Thee , O Lt\ 
and  Vincent , Thy  priests , whom 
adorn  with  sacred  gifts , may  ever 
Our  Lord. 
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ION  OF  COLD  BAY  WHICH  IS  NOT 
HIS  MAP 


Fr.  Vincent  McGough,  S.F.M. 
was  born  in  Hamilton  in  1929. 
When  his  family  moved  to 
Toronto,  he  continued  his 
studies  at  St.  Michael’s  College. 
He  entered  the  Society  in  1949 
and  was  ordained  priest  Decem- 
ber 17,  1955  finishing  his  theo- 
logical course  the  following  May. 

Always  a popular  and  consci- 
entious student,  Fr.  McGough 
looked  forward  eagerly  to  begin- 

TS 

! the  souls  of  Thy  servants , James 
they  dwelt  on  earth,  Thou  didst 
in  the  glory  of  heaven.  Through 


ning  work  in  our  Japanese  mis- 
sion field.  During  the  summer 
he  spent  the  month  of  July  at 
Our  Lady  Gate  of  Heaven  par- 
ish in  Detroit.  While  there  he 
wrote  an  article  on  indulgences 
and  titled  it  “Hurry— Free  trans- 
portation to  heaven!”  As  Fr.  Jim 
Leonard,  S.FJM.,  bade  the  two  of 
them  goodbye  in  Vancouver,  no 
one  had  any  premonition  that 
the  journey’s  end  was  so  near. 

A brother,  Fr.  Lawrence  Mc- 
Gough, is  a priest  of  the 
Toronto  Archdiocese.  Another 
brother,  Bernard,  is  with  the 
Augustinian  Order,  while  a sis- 
ter, Sr.  Anne-Marie  is  in  the  St. 
Joseph  Order  in  Peterboro,  Ont. 

To  the  family  and  friends  of 
each  of  these  good  priests  Scar- 
boro  Missions  offers  the  deepest 
expressions  of  sympathy  from 
every  member  of  the  Society. 
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AMERICA! 

SODOM  OR  NINIVE? 


It  simply  couldn't  be  that  old 
man  Noah  was  right.  Building 
a boat.  Of  monstrous  propor- 
tions. And  in  a countryside 
where,  as  any  'fool  could  tell  you, 
it  could  never  possibly  float. 
Hammering  away  for  more  than 
a hundred  years  and  muttering 
about  floods  and  a great  deluge 
and  Divine  wrath  to  come.  Un- 
shakeable  in  his  fixation  about 
inevitable  disaster,  he  had  really 
persuaded  himself  that  once  he 
got  this  monstrosity  into  the 
water  he  and  his  family  — and 
they  alone,  if  you  please-^would 
escape  the  vengeance  of  God. 
Well,  let  him  live  in  his  own 
never-never  land.  It  was  his 
problem.  “On  with  the  dance, 
let  joy  be  unconfined.’’ 

* # # 

The  hammering  had  finally 
ended.  The  old  man  had  put  his 
tools  away.  Pitched  within  and 
Without,  the  ungainly  craft  was 
adjudged  “seaworthy”  and  No- 
ah’s sons  and  their  wives  had 


moved  aboard.  A crazy  proces- 
sion of  animals,  birds  and  even 
reptiles,  “beasts  clean  and  un- 
clean”, was  already  filing  up  the 
gangway,  as  Noah  kept  mutter- 
ing something  about  “ seven  days 
more.”  The  man  was  plainly  in- 
sane. Who  cared  about  animals? 
If  the  danger  were  as  real  as 
he  pretended  why  wasn’t  he 
taking  human  beings  aboard? 
Why  had  he  turned  down  the 
fabulous  fortunes  offered  by 
some  Of  the  wealthier  people 
who  were  stupid  enough  to  fall 
for  his  fantastic  story? 

This  blasted  rain,  will  it  never 
stop?  Enough  to  drive  a person 
mad.  Weeks  on  end  and  still  no 
sign  Of  a letup.  What  if  the  old 
man  had  been  right,  these  hun- 
dred and  twenty  years?  Some- 
thing was  surely  happening  that 
had  never  happened  before.  If 
the  worst  came  people  could 
always  take  to  the  high  hills  and 
the  real  danger,  Of  course,  would 
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lie  in  a shortage  of  food  before 
the  waters  receded.  Fantastic 
prices  were  being  paid  by  the 
wealthy  to  have  their  precious 
treasures  moved  higher  and  ever 
higher;  always  just  a jump  ahead 
of  the  swirling,  clutching,  mud- 
dy waters.  The  ark  as  he  called 
it,  with  its  motley  cargo,  was  by 
now  drifting  aimlessly  around 
the  inundated  countryside,  its 
human  inmates  deaf  to  the  fran- 
tic appeals  of  a now  thoroughly 
terrified  population.  Mutual  re- 
assurance had  given  way  to 
panic.  Hysterical  souls  were  even 
screaming  that  this  was  the  end 
—for  everyone,  as  hilltop  after 
hilltop  disappeared  from  view. 
And  still  . . . the  rain! 

# # # 

From  the  dedk  of  “Noah’s 
Folly”  a few  chosen  souls  watch- 
ed an  awesome  spectacle  as  the 
last  vestige  of  land  was  swal- 
lowed beneath  the  waters  and 
wild-eyed  humans  sank  into  the 
depths  with  bubbling  groan. 

Sodom  and  Gomorrha 

Haven’t  you  heard?  About 
Abraham?  Guess  he  must  be 
cracking  up.  Roaming  the 
streets  of  the  city  in  a futile 
search  for  “ten  just  men”.  That’s 
a laugh.  Just  men,  in  these  parts, 
these  days!  The  story  is  that  he 
made  some  sort  of  deal  with  God 
who  (first  demanded  fifty  and 
finally  settled  for  ten  and  warn- 
ed that  if  these  were  not  forth- 
coming it  would  be  the  end  for 
Sodom  and  Gomorrha.  Well, 
keep  searching,  old  man.  And 


we  wish  you  luck.  But  the 
people  are  really  concerned 
about  “other  things”  not  quite 
so  pleasing  to  yourself  or  to  your 
God. 

* # # 

There  was  an  unusual  blind- 
ing flare.  Just  over  the  Gom- 
orrha skies.  Never  anything 
quite  like  it  before.  The  terrified 
town^fdlk  were  suddenly  scurry- 
ing for  shelter  that  was  no 
longer  there,  as  “the  Lord  rain- 
ed upon  Sodom  and  Gomorrha 
brimstone  and  fire  from  the 
Lord  out  of  Heaven.”  (Gen.  19. 
24.)  The  “fallout”  from  the 
first  “atom  bomb”  was  descend- 
ing upon  a doomed  people.  . . . 
As  they  hurried  from  the  strick- 
en cities,  Lot  and  his  family  gave 
thanks  to  God  for  their  miracu- 
lous deliverance. 

St.  Pierre,  Martinique 

They  were  jaded,  bored,  sur- 
feited with  sinful  pleasures,  the 
people  of  St.  Pierre,  Martinique. 
Moral  restraints  had  long  since 
been  cast  aside  by  most  of  the 
36,000  inhabitants  of  this  mod- 
ern Sodom.  They  were  seeking 
greater  excitement,  newer  thrills. 
But  this  time  there  was  no  Noah, 
no  Abraham,  no  warning  from 
Heaven  as  they  carried  a pig  to 
a spot  on  the  hillside  and  there 
nailed  it  to  a cross,  in  blasphe- 
mous mockery  of  the  crucifixion 
of  Christ. 

In  a prison  five  stories  down, 
in  solitary  confinement,  lay  a 
man  condemned  to  die.  He 
knew  nothing  of  the  sacrilegious 
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outrage  being  perpetrated  on  the 
St.  Pierre  hillside.  He  Was  aware 
only  cff  ominous  rumblings, 
louder  and  louder  like  the  roar 
of  a gigantic  express  train  over- 
head. He  knew  nothing  till  days 
later  when  rescue  parties  from 
nearby  islands  revived  the  man 
condemned  to  death,  'told  him 
of  the  erruption  of  Mount  Pelee 
and  that  out  of  the  36,000  in- 
habitants of  St.  Pierre  he  was 
the  only  man  alive. 

Ninive 

There’s  a newcomer  in  town. 

Man  by  the  name  of  Jonas. 
Seems  he  was  thrown  overboard 
on  the  way  from  Joppe  to  Thar- 
sis.  Tells  a weird,  impossible 
story  about  being  swallowed  by 
a great  fish  and  thrown  on  to 
land  after  three  days.  Now  he’s 
proclaiming  that  after  forty  days 
our  city  is  to  be  destroyed.  The 
townsfolk  are  taking  him  seri- 
ously. Already  they  are  lasting 
and  doing  penance. 

“And  the  men  of  Ninive  be- 
lieved God:  they  proclaimed  a 
fast  and  put  on  sackcloth  from 
the  greatest  to  the  least.  And  the 
word  came  to  the  king  of  Ninive; 
and  he  rose  up  out  of  his  throne 
and  cast  away  his  robe  from  him 
and  was  clothed  with  sackcloth 
and  sat  in  ashes.  . . . 

“And  God  saw  their  works 
that  they  were  turned  from  their 
evil  way;  and  God  had  mercy 
with  regard  to  the  evil  which  he 
had  said  that  he  would  do  to 
them  and  he  did  it  not.”  (Jonas 
3.5  et  seq.) 


Fatima 

Children’s  fairy  tales!  I tell 
you  the  people  must  be  crazy, 
flocking  out  to  the  Cova  da  Iria 
where  three  little  shepherd  chil- 
dren claim  they  saw  a lady  from 
Heaven.  Talked  to  them  about 
war  and  sin,  so  they  said  and 
warned  about  some  sort  of  errors 
that  Russia  will  spread  through 
the  world  if  men  do  not  cease 
offending  God.  Apparently  they 
haven’t  heard  about  the  job  Von 
Mackensen  and  the  German 
army  have  done  on  the  Russians. 
You  can  forget  about  them  for 
the  next  hundred  years. 

(“This  war  is  going  to  end  but 
if  people  do  not  cease  offending 
God  not  much  time  will  elapse 
and  during  the  Pontificate  of 
Pius  XI  another  and  more  ter- 
rible war  will  begin. 

“If  my  requests  are  granted , 
Russia  will  be  converted  and 
there  will  be  peace.  If  not , she 
will  spread  her  errors  through- 
out the  entire  world , fomenting 
wars  and  persecution  of  the 
Church.  The  good  will  suffer 
martyrdom:  the  Holy  Father  will 
suffer  much:  different  nations 
will  be  annihilated .”) 

Throughout  the  entire  world! 
In  1939  Russia  controlled  the 
destinies  of  186,000,000  people. 
Today  she  enslaves  more  than 
1000  million,  close  to  one  half  of 
the  entire  human  race.  Some 
fifty  million  have  been  slaugh- 
tered, half  of  that  number  in 
China  alone  since  the  Reds  took 
over  and  meanwhile  Russia’s 
plans  for  the  enslavement  of 
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BE  REMEMBERED  BY 


A LIVING  MONUMENT! 

To  be  remembered  . . . That  is  the  hope  of  the  human  heart.  Be  it  an 
Eiffel  tower  or  a simple  plaque  on  a wall,  all  monuments  express  this  hunger 
for  remembrance. 

• 

RAISE  A LIVING 
MONUMENT 
TO  YOUR  NAME, 

ANOTHER  CHRIST,  A 
CATHOLIC  PRIEST! 

• 

You  can  do  this  by  creating,  or 
contributing  to,  a burse  of  $5000 
for  the  preparation  of  a mission- 
ary priest  — many  missionary 
priests. 

• 

The  work  of  a burse  does  not 
stop  with  the  readying  of  just 
One  priest;  it  goes  on  and  on  be- 
cause only  the  interest  on  it  is 
used. 

• 

We  shall  be  pleased  to  answer 
your  enquiries  for  further  inform- 
ation. Here  is  a select  list  of 
burses  for  your  consideration. 

• 

Sacred  Heart  Holy  Name 

Immaculate  Heart  Little  Flower 
St.  Joseph  Holy  Souls 

• 


Our  Address 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


America  proceed  apace.  A for- 
mer high-ranking  international 
Communist  stated  to  Colonel 
John  Beaty,  author  of  “The  Iron 
Curtain  Over  America”  (Chap- 
ter 3,  p.  44)  that  on  a list  al- 
ready prepared  by  name  and 
category,  15,000,000  people  are 
marked  for  death  should  the 
Reds  take  over  the  country. 
Matt  Cveti'c,  a former  F.B.I. 
undercover  agent,  recently  gave 
a much  higher  figure.  He  stated 
that  almost  all  men  and  women 
over  thirty  — “too  old  for  ‘re- 
education’ ” — would  be  put  to 
death.  (“We  Owe  a Debt”  News 
Herald,  Borger,  Texas,  April 
16th,  1952.)  These  are  the  plans 
off  the  diabolical  enemy  with 
Whom  our  leaders  are  consorting, 
our  traitors  conspiring  and  our 
nitwit  liberals  billing  and  cooing 
in  “peaceful  co-existence”. 


Will  America  go  down?  Shall 
we  live  to  witness  'the  destruc- 
tion of  the  only  human  obstacle 
that  stands  between  Russia  and 
a bloody  Communist  world? 
Has  revolt  against  God  attained 
such  proportions  as  to  invite  the 
fate  of  Sodom  or  St.  Pierre?  If 
we  are  to  judge  by  current  crime 
statistics,  the  balance  would  seem 
to  be  tipped  precariously  on  the 
side  of  evil.  There  is  much  of 
the  spirit  of  Sodom  throughout 
the  land  but  also,  thank  God, 
something  of  the  spirit  of  Nin- 
ive.  One  thing  is  sure.  You  and 
I are  not  mere  sideline  specta- 
tors in  this  fight  to  the  death. 
We  have  a vital  role  to  play. 
Every  prayer,  every  sacrifice  that 
we  make  and  offer  in  reparation 
will  help  restore  that  balance  in 
favor  df  America’s  salvation. 


• TO  UNDERSTAND  FATIMA 

© TO  MAKE  FIRST  SATURDAY 
MEDITATIONS  EASIER 

READ  NOW 

HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE 

(by  Desmond  Stringer,  S.F.M.) 

A clear  and  simple  explanation  of  Mary’s 
plea  for  help,  plus  fifteen  meditations  on 
the  Rosary  mysteries.  Do  your  share  in 
winning  world  peace. 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  KINGSTON  ROAD 
TORONTO  13,  ONT. 
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Number  4 


and  the 

FATIMA  MESSAGE 


Residents  of  Kitchener,  Ont. 
will  recall  this  scene  in  St. 
Mary’s  church  there.  The  occa- 
sion was  the  visit  of  'the  famed 
American  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue 
under  the  direction  of  Msgr. 
William  McGrath,  P.A.,  S.F.M., 
pictured  to  the  immediate  left 
of  the  statue.  To  his  left  stands 
Fr.  Robert  Dehler,  C.R.,  who 
has  since  become  Vicar- Apostolic 


of  Bermuda,  having  Been  conse- 
crated March  19  of  this  year.  In 
this  same  row  and  to  the  right  of 
the  statue  is  Fr.  T.  J.  O’Sullivan, 
GSSR.,  who  assisted  Msgr.  Mc- 
Grath for  a time  on  the  pilgrim- 
age. This  statue  is  still  on  tour 
in  America  for  the  seventh  con- 
secutive year.  It  is  one  way  in 
which  our  -Society  is  working  for 
world  peace. 
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The 
LITTLE 
JUNIOR  MISSIONARIES 


This  month  my  letter  to  you  consists  of  two  quotes,  the  first  from 
our  Holy  Father  Pius  XII  and  the  second  from  the  Sacred  Heart 
Messenger  (United  States  Edition) . I want  you  and  your  parents 
to  sit  down  and  discuss  what  is  said.  You  will  notice  that  the  first 
quote  outlines  what  you  should  do  in  your  daily  life  and  the  second 
tells  of  one  way  how  you  should  do  it. 

“We  appeal  to  you”  writes  our  Holy  Father,  “and  especially  to 
the  young  generation:  Seek  to  grasp  your  Catholic  'faith  with  new 
clarity  and  with  deeper  and  fuller  conviction.  Endeavor  in  every 
way  to  make  it  more  and  more  a reality  in  prayer  and  intimate 
union  with  Christ,  the  source  of  all  grace,  in  your  innermost 
thinking  and  willing,  in  your  personal  actions,  in  your  family 
life,  in  your  public  relations  and  activities.” 

In  order  to  apply  these  words  of  the  Holy  Father  to  daily  living, 
the  knotty  problem  of  teenage  social  life  was  tackled  in  Cleveland, 
Ohio.  The  Holy  Name  Society  members  of  that  city  “made  a 
house-to-house  survey  of  parental  opinion  on  the  subject  of  teen- 
age dates  and  parties.  The  purpose  was  to  formulate  a pledge 
card  for  teen-agers  to  sign.” 

“There  seemed  to  be  agreement  between  parents  and  the  teen- 
agers themselves  on  the  good  sense  of  arranging  for  chaperons  at 
all  parties:  on  banning  alcoholic  drinks  at  parties;  on  declaring 
nightclubs  and  bars  off-limits.  The  curfew  for  ninth  graders,  they 
thought,  should  be  10.30  P.M.;  for  tenth  and  eleventh  graders, 
eleven  o’clock;  for  high  school  seniors,  midnight.  Group  dating 
should  be  the  rule  until  senior  year,  with  no  steady  dating  at  all 
in  high  school.” 

Let  me  know  what  you  think. 

Father  Jim. 
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WITH  THANKS 

ONTARIO: 

St.  Joseph’s  Barry’s  Bay 

Belleville,  Holy  Rosary 

Belleville,  St.  Joseph 

Holy  Rosary,  Blezard  Valley 

St.  Joseph,  Blind  River 

St.  Mary,  Bradford 

St.  Mary,  Brampton 

St.  John,  Burlington 

St.  Patrick,  Cobalt 

St.  James,  Colgan 

St.  Mary,  Combermere 

St.  Anne,  Cormac 

St.  Columban’s  Girls,  Cornwall 

O.  L.  of  Mt.  Carmel,  Mt.  Carmel 

St.  Mary’s,  Deep  River 

St.  Patrick,  Dublin 

St.  Augustine,  Dundas 

St.  Patrick  High,  Fort  William 

St.  John,  Gananoque 

St.  Peter,  Goderich 

St.  Stanislaus,  Guelph 

St.  Joseph,  Guelph 

Hamilton: 

Cathedral  High 
Holy  Family 
Loretto  Academy 
St.  Ann’s 
St.  Brigid’s 
St.  Joseph’s 
St.  Helen’s 
St.  Anthony,  Harrow 
St.  Joseph,  Hespeler 
St.  Anne,  Iroquois  Falls 
St.  Mary,  Kingston 
St.  Mary  C.Y.O.,  Kingston 
Holy  Name,  Kirkland  Lake 
St.  Joseph,  Kitchener 
Immaculate,  La  Salle 
Sacred  Heart,  La  Salle 
St.  Mary,  Lindsay 
London: 

Holy  Rosary 
St.  Angela 
St.  Joseph 
St.  Patrick 
St.  Peter 

St.  Marc,  Markstay 
Sacred  Heart,  Martintown 
St.  Ursula,  McGregor 
St.  Joseph,  Mt.  St.  Patrick 
St.  Joseph,  Niagara  Falls 

(To  i 


TO  OUR  SCHOOLS 

St.  Rita,  North  Bay 
St.  Mary,  Oakville 
Guardian  Angels,  Orillia 
Oshawa: 

St.  Gertrude 
St.  Gregory 
Ottawa: 

Notre  Dame 
St.  George 
St.  Margaret  Mary 
St.  Mary 
St.  Patrick 

St.  Mary,  Owen  Sound 
Sacred  Heart,  Paris 
Holy  Name,  Pembroke 
St.  Mary’s  Peterborough 
Imm.  Con.,  Peterborough 
St.  Peter’s  High,  Peterborough 
St.  Andrew,  Port  Arthur 
St.  Ann,  Port  Dalhousie 
No.  1 1 Portland  Sep.  Sch. 

O.  L.  of  Fatima,  Renfrew 
St.  Joseph’s,  Renfrew 
St.  Thomas,  Riverside 
St.  Peter,  Riverside 
St.  Andrew’s,  St.  Andrews 
St.  Catharines: 

St.  Joseph  High 
St.  Mary 

Iona  Academy,  St.  Raphaels,  W. 

Holy  Angels,  St.  Thomas 

St.  Joseph,  Sarnia 

St.  Joseph,  Sault  Ste.  Marie 

St.  James,  Sault  Ste.  Marie 

Sacred  Heart,  Sault  Ste.  Marie 

Holy  Angels,  Schreiber 

St.  James,  Seaforth 

Holy  Family,  Spanish 

St.  Bridget,  Stanleyville 

Sudbury: 

St.  Alphonsus 
St.  Aloysius 

St.  David  / 

St.  Thomas 
Don  Bosco,  Timmins 
St.  Peter,  Trenton 
St.  Carthagh,  Tweed 
St.  Bernard,  Whitby 
St.  John,  Whitby 
Sacred  Heart,  Widdifield 
Windsor: 

St.  Angela 
Sacred  Heart 
s continued) 
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Msgr.  Fraser  shows  Chinese  boys  whete  Canada  is. 


MY  LITTLE  PAGANS 


I returned  recently  from  Japan 
where  I spent  six  years  doing 
missionary  work.  Next  door  to 
the  church  I built , Missionary 
Sisters  from  Mexico  care  for  a 
kindergarten  with  170  little  tots. 
Though  these  little  ones  say 
their  prayers  very  piously  and 


listen  to  Catechism  instruction 
attentively  they  cannot  be  bap- 
tized because  their  parents  are 
still  pagans.  After  passing  a year 
with  us  they  enter  the  public 
school.  Many  of  them  continue 
to  come  to  religious  instruction 
and  we  hope  the  seed  we  have 


A mission-minded  group  from  Grades  3 and  4,  St.  Alphonsus  school, 

St.  Anthony’s  School,  Toronto.  Chapeau,  Que.,  gives  great  help  too. 


Many,  many  years  have  passed  since  Monsignor  Fraser  first  went 
to  China.  In  those  days  your  parents  — and  their  parents  before  them 
— were  the  girls  and  boys  who  used  to  help  him  in  his  missionary 
work.  Because  of  this,  he  was  able  to  save  many  souls.  Now  it  is  your 
turn  to  help  him  and  his  Scar  boro  missionaries  save  many,  many 
more. 


sown  in  their  souls  will  not  be 
lost , but  at  some  future  time 
bear  fruit  — the  fruit  of  conver- 
sion to  the  True  Faith. 

My  object  in  telling  you  this 
is  to  make  you  sorry  for  these 
poor  children , and  being  sorry 
for  them  you  will  pray  for  the 
conversion  of  their  parents  so 
that  their  whole  families , fathers 
and  mothers  and  children  may 
be  converted. 

There  is  an  easy  prayer  you 
can  say  and  one  that  has  rich 
indulgences  attached.  It  is: 
“Jesus,  Mary,  Joseph.”  Each 
time  you  say  this  you  gain  seven 
years’  indulgence.  You  could  say 
it  hundreds  of  times  a day  and 


it  may  be  said  anywhere,  at 
school,  or  at  home  or  even  on 
the  street. 

When  I was  in  China  I taught 
my  little  school  children  to  say 
it  often.  They  followed  my  ad- 
vice eagerly.  Some  said  it  on 
their  beads;  on  each  bead  repeat- 
ing  “Jesus,  Mary,  Joseph ,”  and 
many  rounds  of  the  beads  so  that 
they  gained  daily  millions  of 
days  of  indulgences,  and  they 
offered  them  for  the  relief  of  the 
souls  in  Purgatory.  No  doubt 
they  caused  many  souls  to  be 
released  from  Purgatory  and 
enter  the  bliss  of  Heaven  where 
they  pray  to  God  for  the  con- 
version of  the  pagans. 


Some  of  the  Japanese  children  Msgr.  Fraser  has  instructed. 
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Mixing  a little  sense  and  nonsense 
together  Fr.  Reeves  tells  us  about 
various  remedies  obtained  from  the 
bark  of  different  trees  which  grow 
in  profusion  in  tropical  British  Guiana. 


BARKS 

IN 

THE 

WOOD 


BY  RONALD  REEVES,  S.F.M. 

Don’t  let  the  title  confuse  you. 
This  is  not  a story  of  dogs  in 
the  forest  but  of  'barks  in  the 
woods.  Clear,  isn’t  it?  Barks  in 
the  woods  are  among  those  most 
sought  for  of  nature’s  treasures 
to  be  found  in  British  Guiana, 
since  they  are  of  great  benefit 
to  the  health  of  man.  There  are 
various  kinds  of  them  in  this 
tropical  clime  and  it  may  be  of 
interest  to  you  to  know  some- 
thing about  them. 

From  time  immemorial  man 
has  sought  in  plants  a natural 
remedy  and  cure  for  many  o:f 
his  sicknesses.  The  Indians  for 
example,  have  concocted  a num- 
ber of  remedies  for  us  from  the 
barks  df  various  trees  which 
grow  in  the  jungle  here.  The 
continuous  “hot  - house’’  atmo- 


sphere in  which  we  live  causes 
a profusion  of  growth  found 
only  in  the  tropics.  You  Ifeel  as 
though  you  are  living  in  a vast 
greenhouse,  hot  and  sticky  and 
surrounded  by  greens  of  all 
shades. 

Well,  to  get  back  to  the  matter 
of  barks.  I have  been  able  to 
dig  up  a little  information  for 
those  interested  in  medicine. 

A very  useful  bark  gathered 
here  is  the  Trysil.  This  is  used 
to  make  a concoction  for  the 
relief  Of  those  suffering  from 
asthma,  and  bronchitis;  it  also 
has  the  property  of  coagulating 
the  blood.  Aromata  is  used  as 
an  antidote  for  snake-bite,  Cra'b- 
wood,  for  the  relief  of  rheuma- 
tism and  for  the  dressing  of 
ulcers.  Mora  is  used  to  make  a 
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medicine  for  treating  dysentry, 
uterine  (infections  and  open 
sores.  The  leaf  of  the  Awati 
comes  in  handy  to  'bathe  the 
skin  in  the  treatment  of  measles. 
If  ringworm  or  eczema  should 
afflict  you,  juice  of  the  Arisaura 
mixed  with  coconut  oil  is  a good 
remedy.  There  is  also  the  Boy- 
ari,  a reputed  antispasmodic, 
good  for  T.B.,  (bronchitis  and 
dyspepsia;  Dalli,  from  which  is 
obtained  a reddish  watery  sap 
used  as  a cleanser  for  children 
who  have  'the  “thrush”  or  in- 
fected mouth.  It  is  also  used 
for  treatment  of  cataract  of  the 
eye.  Lastly  we  have  seeds  from 
the  famous  Greenheart  tree 
which  contain  at  least  two  alka- 
loids, — bibirine  and  sipirine 
used  in  the  'treatment  Of  dysen- 
tery, diarrhoea  and  malarial 
fever. 

But  there  are  barks  from 
which  no  barks  have  been  found 


to  preserve  us.  Dog  barks,  save 
the  mark!  Dogs,  high,  low,  thick, 
thin,  coloured  as  you  'like  them, 
all  seem  to  have  a bark  on  a 
different  scale.  From  tenor  to 
the  basest  df  the  base.  Their 
time  for  recital  generally  comes 
when  you  have  just  closed  your 
eyes  for  a night  df  sweet  slum- 
ber. M.G.M.  could  make  a 
million  if  they  were  able  to 
record  all  the  various  sounds. 
Wait,  there  goes  a practise  howl 
now!  Well,  it  was  short  and 
soaring,  but  I’ll  bet  'before  the 
night  is  over  the  whole  dog-gone 
choir  will  have  chorused  a rau- 
cous good  night  to  the  lady  in 
the  moon. 

But  I don’t  mind  it  at  all  for 
it  makes  me  dream  of  the  suc- 
cess, the  howling  (ouch!)  success 
that  the  folks  at  home  are 
making  of  the  New  Seminary 
Fund  drive.  I hope  you  have 
sent  in  your  share. 


View  of  Kaieteur  Falls,  800  feet  high,  in  the  hinterland  of 
British  Guiana.  The  spot  can  be  reached  easily  only  by  plane. 
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FOR  THE  LAITY  BY  ONE  OF  THEM. 


Canadians  who  wish  that  anti-Communist 
“alarmists”  would  peddle  their  fears  elsewhere 
might  find  food  for  serious  thought  in  this 
fact:  In  seventeen  years,  the  Free  World’s 
superiority  has  tumbled  from  fourteen  to  one 
to  a ratio  that  is  almost  even.  The  Red  World 
has  increased  nearly  five  hundred  per  cent  and 
today  controls  the  destiny  of  928,488,000  people 
— nearly  a billion  of  them.  You  see, 


they  never  let  up! 


BY  CECELIA  WALLACE 

Exchange  visits  between  the 
citizens  of  Canada  and  the 
Soviet  Union  are  being  tolerated 
and  even  encouraged  on  the 
grounds  that  they  will  lead  to 
better  understanding  between 
peoples  Of  both  countries.  This 
argument  seems  to  me  to  be 
dubious.  We  may  be  very  sure 
that  any  Soviet  visitors  allowed 
to  visit  Canada  have  been  care- 
fully chosen  for  their  ability  to 
resist  Western  influences  and 
view  everything  they  see  in  the 
light  of  Communist  interpreta- 
tion. 

On  the  other  hand,  what  of 
the  influence  of  Western  visitors 
to  the  Soviet?  In  view  of  what 
we  know  of  Communist  methods 
it  is  naive  to  suppose  that  the 


barriers  blocking  access  to  any- 
thing which  would  seriously 
undermine  the  Red  regime  will 
be  let  down.  Recent  reports 
make  it  fairly  evident  that  in- 
doctrination, propaganda,  and 
economic  advances  in  those  parts 
of  the  Soviet  that  visitors  are 
allowed  to  see  (and  they  are 
still  relatively  few)  have  now 
reached  the  stage  that  tourists 
are  no  longer  considered  danger- 
ous. On  the  contrary,  the  shoe 
is  on  the  other  foot. 

Western  visits  to  Communist- 
controlled  countries  can  react  to 
our  detriment  when  those  mak- 
ing them  do  not  (or  apparently 
do  not)  understand  the  nature 
df  Communism  and  are  taken  in 
by  external  appearances.  In 
Toronto,  recently,  I heard  a 
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Canadian  visitor  to  Red  China 
tell  an  audience  that  the  govern- 
ment of  the  People’s  Republic 
of  China  was  applying  “Christ- 
like”  principles  in  bettering  the 
condition  of  the  Chinese  people! 
She  had  seen  some  examples  of 
the  new  Soviet  “industrializa- 
tion” of  China  and  had  been 
taken  on  a tour  of  new  schools 
and  hospitals.  Not  perceiving, 
evidently,  that  any  advantages 
in  Red  China  are  available  only 
to  Communists  and  their  collab- 
orators, and  that  those  who 
oppose  Communism  are  branded 
“reactionary”  or  “enemies  of  the 
people”  and  are  liable  to  im- 
prisonment or  death,  she  had 
returned  to  Canada  to  spread 
propaganda  beneficial  to  the 
Red  regime. 

This  is  'far  from  an  isolated 
case.  'More  than  one  visitor  to 
the  Soviet  and  Red  China  has 
returned  to  extol  the  economic 
advances  made  there,  at  the  ex- 
pense Of  more  fundamental  con- 
siderations, and  has  received 
wide  publicity.  It  is  time  this 
sort  of  thing  was  stopped  and 
Russian  and  Chinese  visits,  if 
and  when  they  are  necessary, 
confined  to  those  who  know  with 
what  kind  of  system  they  are 
dealing. 

Communists  in  Canada  move 
quickly  to  take  advantage  of  any 
relaxation  of  tension.  As  well  as 
exploiting,  as  far  as  possible, 
this  “exchange  of  cultural  rela- 
tions” (which  they  have  been 
advocating  for  some  time) , they 
have  issued  a directive  for  action 

MISSIONS 


in  the  “new  political  climate”  of 
“peaceful  co-existence.”  Its  aims 
are  to  win  more  recruits  for  the 
Commuist  party  Of  Canada 
(known  as  the  Labor-Progressive 
Party) , to  strengthen  the  Com- 
munist youth  movement  here 
(known  as  the  National  Federa- 
tion of  Labor  Youth)  and  to 
build  a stronger  Red  press. 
There  are  twenty-one  papers 
published  here  already,  most  of 
them  in  Toronto,  which  are 
Communist  or  follow  the  Com- 
munist party  line.  They  are  also 
attempting  to  build  a popular 
press  Ifor  general  consumption 
which  will  not  be  obviously 
Communist  but  will  be  used  to 
“spoon-feed”  propaganda  to  an 
unsuspecting  public. 

An  important  adjunct  to  the 
Red  press  is  the  use  of  films.  The 
Soviet  Union  is  spending  mil- 
lions of  dollars  a year  on  feature 
films  and  documentaries,  accord- 
ing to  a report  made  to  the 
Director  of  the  United  States 
Information  Agency,  Theodore 
C.  Streibert,  by  Turner  B.  Shel- 
ton, chief  Of  the  USIA  Motion 
Picture  Service.  Many  of  these 
are  specifically  designed  for  for- 
eign export  and  are  intended  to 
find  their  way  into  Western 
movie  houses,  schools  and  col- 
leges, and  groups  interested  in 
the  dispersal  of  documentary 
films.  They  will  serve  the  same 
purpose  there  that  they  have 
always  served  in  the  Soviet 
Union— to  contribute  their  share 
in  developing  an  atheistic  and 
and  materialistic  “culture.” 

Page  Thirty-one 


UP  THERE  IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


To  practise  the  virtue  of  charity  is  to  prove  one’s  love  of  God. 


MARIAN  SHRINE  MITE  BOX 


This  beautiful  statue  of  our  Lady  in  blue  and  white,  with 
matching  pedestal,  is  made  of  sturdy  plastic.  Ideal  for  the 
home  and  for  practical  family  use.  And  it  is  yours  for  the 
asking.  Just  write  to 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont.,  Canada 
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— OUR  COVER  — 

Once  upon  a time  Holy  Mass  was  offered  on  hundreds 
of  altars  throughout  China  and  this  scene  of  Fr. 
Craig  Strang,  S.F.M.,  was  like  thousands  of  others. 
But  the  hand  of  Evil  is  desecrating  churches  and 
Chapels  throughout  the  land  and  people  starve  for 
the  Bread  of  Life.  Shall  they  die  of  spiritual  hunger 
before  we  rouse  ourselves  and  come  to  their  aid? 
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EDITORIAL 


WE  FACE  A MIGHTY  CHALLENGE! 

Before  you  will  have  read  these  few  lines  through,  more  persecuted 
and  tortured  Chinese  will  have  died  cruelly  in  defence  of  their 
Catholic  Faith. 

Recently  we  listened  to  first-hand  reports  given  in  a lecture  in 
Toronto  by  Miss  Elizabeth  Reid,  editress  of  Hongkong’s  Catholic 
Examiner.  (In  a later  issue  we  shall  introduce  Miss  Reid  more  fully 
to  our  readers) . Her  story  of  the  release  of  the  Bishop  of  Hongkong 
from  three  years  of  Red  captivity  contained  a challenge  to  Catholic 
Canadians,  a challenge  that  will  test  fully  their  belief  in  the  doctrine 
of  the  Mystical  Body. 

Three  years  of  fervent  and  persistent  prayer  had  failed  to  obtain 
freedom  for  their  suffering  bishop.  Then,  someone  suggested  that  a 
day  of  fasting  be  observed.  The  idea  was  enthusiastically  received 
and,  as  Miss  Reid  put  it,  “it  was  a black  fast”  with  countless  people 
eating  and  drinking  nothing  until  nightfall.  This  mighty  cry  resoun- 
ded through  heaven;  within  a few  days  their  bishop  came  back  to 
them  clothed  in  a worn  coolie  outfit,  beaten  but  unbowed,  the  marks 
of  his  torture  making  him  still  more  like  the  Master. 

How  concerned  are  we  about  the  world-wide  frenzied  attack  on 
our  religion  and  our  fellow-Catholics?  That  is  a question  each  must 
answer  in  his  own  heart.  Our  prayers  and  sacrifices  must  be  forth- 
coming in  ever-increasing  measure.  Christ  is  again  in  agony.  Christ 
is  again  in  prison.  Christ  is  again  hungry  and  naked.  He  is  all  these 
things  in  every  suffering  Chinese  soul. 

He  is  looking  toward  us  for  deliverance.  Shall  the  lure  of  pleasure 
and  pleasant  living  make  us  turn  away? 

Not  only  is  our  own  temporal  welfare  at  stake  — persecution  is 
hurrying  in  our  direction  too  — but  our  eternal  salvation  is  in  the 
balance. 
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To  Our  Cardinal, 

Our  Hierarchy, 

Our  Priests,  Sisters,  and  Layfolk. 


"A  CALL  TO  ARMS" 


The  Christ  you  love  is  again  in  the  bloodied  hands  of  His  implac- 
able persecutors.  Once  again  He  is  suffering  His  dolorous  passion, 
this  time  in  countless  Chinese  souls  in  which  His  likeness  is  found. 
Once  again  the  instruments  of  His  torture  are  being  multiplied  a 
thousandfold  to  rend  and  tear  these  modern  martyrs,  while  their 
pain-dazed  minds  are  taunted  with  that  ancient  cry:  they  trusted  in 
God,  let  Him  now  deliver  them! 

For  an  ever-dwindling  number  of  us  here,  China  was  — and  will 
ever  remain  — our  first  love.  Our  hearts  are  deeply  saddened  fey  the 
angonizing  plight  of  that  country;  and  we  are  sharply  hurt  fey  the 
indifference  we  see  around  us.  True,  other  people  are  suffering 
greatly  too,  but  they  have  age-old  traditions  on  which  <to  pin  their 
hopes  while  striving  for  ultimate  deliverance;  by  comparison,  China 
is  a child  in  the  Faith.  Shall  it  cry  to  us  in  vain? 

That  it  may  not,  we  dedicate  this  entire  issue  to  her  bewildered 
and  enslaved  millions.  On  their  behalf  we  call  on  every  Catholic 
thoughout  Canada:  make  one  day  at  least,  during  November,  a day 
of  most  fervent  prayer  and  rigorous  sacrifice.  Begin  by  attending 
Holy  Mass  and  receiving  Communion.  With  every  ounce  of  fortitude 
you  can  muster  make  this  a day  of  reparation.  Bring  into  the  warm 
recesses  of  your  heart  the  weary,  pain-filled  and  desolate  souls  of 
China  — and  comfort  them. 

Sign  your  pledge  (page  five)  and  mail  it  in  to  us.  At  the  end  of 
the  month  we  will  send  a huge  Spiritual  Bouquet  to  Hongkong.  From 
there  it  will  be  passed  somehow  into  the  prisons,  the  slave-camps  — 
into  the  hearts  of  those  close  to  despair,  to  bring  them  hope,  blessed 
hope,  and  the  assurance  that  we  stand  beside  them  in  the  fight  — we, 
children  of  God  and  their  fellows  in  Christ. 

Come  join  us  in  this  crusade  of  mercy. 

The  Scarhoro  Fathers. 
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MY  PLEDGE 


In  order  that  the  persecuted  people  of  China  may  find  refuge  and 
consolation  in  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  and  the  Immaculate  Heart  of 
Mary,  1 promise  to  assist  at  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  and  receive  Holy 

Communion  on  the  day  of  November,  perform  as  many 

pious  acts  and  deny  myself  as  many  pleasures  as  1 can  throughout  the 
entire  day. 

Moreover,  other  persons  have  promised  to  join  with  me  so 

that  our  united  prayers  and  sacrifices  may  touch  the  Heart  of  God 
on  behalf  of  the  suffering  people  of  that  ancient  nation. 

Besides  attending  Holy  Mass  and  receiving  Communion  I (we)  will 

make  the  Stations  of  the  Cross  times;  spend  a Holy  Hour 

; pray  Rosaries;  recite  litanies;  and  repeat 

various  ejaculations  times.  If  possible,  we  will  end  our  day 

with  a family  praying  of  the  Rosary. 

My  (Our)  acts  of  personal  penance  I (we)  will  keep  secret  — for  God 
alone  to  know. 

(Signed) 

(address) 


(N.B.  — This  pledge  does  not  bind  under  pain  of  sin.) 


TO  OUR  FELLOW  PRIESTS 

We  would  deeply  appreciate  your  encouragement  of 
your  people  in  this  crusade  of  prayer  and  sacrifice. 
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Free  China  airmen  LEST  WE  FORGET  SERIES 


Invasion  Alert ! 


npHE  free  world  must  not  relax 
its  vigilance  against  the  in- 
sidious international  Communist 
drive  to  hustle  the  puppet  Pei- 
ping regime  into  the  U.N.,  or  let 
the  issue  go  by  default.  Joseph 
C.  Grew,  former  U.S.  Under 
Secretary  of  State  and  Ambassa- 
dor to  Turkey  and  Japan,  urges 
in  his  booklet,  “Invasion  Alert!” 
(Maran  Publishers,  81  pages, 
|0.50) 

He  agrees  with  what  Nicholas 
de  Rochefort,  a lecturer  at  the 
American  University  in  Wash- 
ington, D.C.  once  said:  “The 
entry  of  Communist  China  in 
the  U.N.  would  not  be  a defeat 
of  the  free  world,  but  a rout.” 


“Terrifying,  ultimately  suici- 
dal consequences  for  the  free 
world  would  follow,  if  the 
U.N.  admitted  the  Chinese  Com- 
munist government  to  member- 
ship,” Mr.  Grew  writes.  In  his 
opinion,  U.N.  membership  for 
Red  China  would  mean  legal 
and  political  acceptance  of  Com- 
munist conquest  of  mainland 
China.  The  Communists  all 
over  the  world,  on  the  other 
hand,  would  take  appeasement 
of  Red  China  implied  in  Red 
China’s  admission  as  an  acquies- 
cence to  their  vaulting  ambition 
of  world  conquest. 

(Continued  on  page  15) 
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The  Shanghai  that  was. 


HEROIC  CONFESSOR 


The  Story  of  Bishop  Kiong's  Defense  of  His  Faith 


One  year  ago,  on  Sept.  8,  1955, 
in  the  dead  of  night,  H.  E.  Most 
Rev.  Ignatius  Kiong  was  arrested 
together  with  seven  Chinese 
secular  priests  of  his  diocese,  14 
Chinese  Jesuits,  two  Carmelites 
and  300  Christians.  This  police 
operation  was  accomplished  with 
the  use  off  unprecedented  for- 
ces. While  the  subordinates  were 
at  work,  all  the  Catholic  families 
were  confined  to  their  homes  for 
eight  days  in  order  to  prevent 
any  demonstration.  On  Septem- 
ber 26,  the  net  was  again  lower- 
ed: ten  diocesan  priests,  nine 


Jesuits,  38  seminarians,  five 
Religious  and  thousands  of 
Christians.  Under  the  pretext  of 
destroying  a so-called  “anti- 
revolutionary” movement  in 
Shanghai,  the  Communist  au- 
thorities deprived  the  diocese  of 
its  Chief  and  his  principal  col- 
laborators. 

It  was  necessary,  at  the  same 
time,  to  excite  public  opinion. 
This  was  the  work  of  the  press, 
radio  and  public  meetings.  It  is 
well  to  speak  here  of  one  of  these 
meetings.  Unfortunately,  our 
information  received  from  an 
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eyewitness,  still  greatly  shaken 
by  what  he  had  seen  and  heard, 
is  incomplete. 

“It  was  the  first  or  second 
Sunday  following  the  8th  of 
September,  in  the  Shanghai 
Stadium.  There  were  30  or  40 
thousand  people  present.  The 
Christians  had  been  especially 
‘invited.’  The  fact  of  having 
been  invited  was  the  sign  that 
the  person  did  not  have  any 
‘personal  problems.’  Those  who 
had  not  been  invited  could  fear 
anything.  Thus  understood,  once 
invited,  there  was  no  question 
of  not  going.  Therefore  I went. 
There  were  many  speeches  made 
against  Bishop  Kiong  who,  how- 
ever, was  not  present.  Before 
and  after  the  speeches  a slogan 
was  shouted  and  repeated  many 
times.  I repeated  it  so  many 
times  that  I know  it  by  heart. 
Here  it  is: 

‘ Strongly  — Radically  — Com- 
pletely — Totally  — Let  us  liqui- 
date the  counter-revolutionaries 
hidden  in  the  church  and  Kiong 
Pin  Mei  their  leader / 

“ ‘And  you,  a Christian,  did 
you  shout  that?’  it  was  asked. 
“Oh,  only  with  my  lips.  It  was 
impossible  to  do  otherwise;  for 
not  to  cry  out  was  to  condemn 
oneself.  Now  I am  ashamed.  I 
do  not  know  if  you  can  under- 
stand ...  I have  a family.” 

The  Catholic  press,  in  due 
time,  made  mention  of  two  other 
meetings  at  which  Bishop  Kiong 
had  been  present.  One  where 
he  had  responded  to  the  accusa- 


tions with  the  cry  of  “Long  Live 
Christ  the  King,”  the  other,  in 
the  course  of  which,  silent  and 
exhausted,  “he  was  a living  im- 
age df  Christ  during  His  Pas- 
sion”. The  Communist  press  has 
violently  denied  the  reality  of 
these  “apparitions,”  which  does 
not  mean  to  say  that  they  did 
not  take  place. 

Over  the  long  months  propa- 
ganda was  unleashed  against 
the  “antirevolutionary”  and  “un- 
patriotic” Bishop  of  Shanghai. 
He  was  accused  of  nothing  less 
than  having  fomented  a plot 
against  the  security  of  the  State. 
At  the  same  time,  enormous 
pressure  was  placed  on  the 
priests  and  faithful  to  enroll 
them  in  a “ patriotic  association 
The  patriotic  association  (Ngai 
Kuou  Hoei) , formed  under  con- 
ditions of  unimaginable  terror, 
controls  and  administers  a'll  the 
parishes.  It  administers  the  goods 
of  the  Church  and  distributes 
“subsidies”  to  those  who  “merit” 
them.  It  censors  the  mail:  a 
letter,  be  it  from  the  Pope,  will 
be  delivered  only  if  it  is  judged 
to  contain  nothing  seditious. 
The  monthly  intention  folders 
of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer  are 
considered  antirevolutionary  and 
are  not  distributed.  This  patri- 
otic association  is  headed  by  a 
pagan,  the  Vice  Mayor  of  Shang- 
hai, and  ithe  Vice  President  is  a 
young  woman,  Miss  Li  Wen-tse, 
a Catholic  student  who,  after  a 
long  imprisonment,  sold  her  soul 
to  the  regime.  These  are  the  two 
people  who,  in  fact,  direct  the 
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destiny  of  the  Church  in  Shang- 
hai. 

The  vast  majority  of  the  Chris- 
tian people  do  not  recognize  the 
Catholic  Church  in  the  carica- 
ture which  is  offered  to  them. 
Many  refrain  from  attending 
Mass  and  receiving  the  sacra- 
ments, not  wishing  to  receive 
them  from  priests  whom  they 
judge  unworthy.  Numerous  re- 
ports have  come  to  us  of  entire 
families  who  limit  themselves 
“to  praying  at  home,”  and  who 
remain,  in  spite  of  all  the  dan- 
gers, 'faithful  to  the  Holy  See 
and  its  legitimate  representative, 
Bishop  Ignatius  Kiong. 

After  a year  it  is  clear  that  the 
Popular  Government,  by  arrest- 
ing and  accusing  Bishop  Kiong, 
not  only  performed  an  infamous 
action , for  no  one  in  China  can 
seriously  doulbt  the  patirotism  of 
the  Bishop  of  Shanghai,  but  also 
committed  a notorious  blunder. 
So  solicitous  for  its  world  “face,” 
the  Communist  Government  has 
given  ito  the  world  a striking 
proof  that  this  persecution, 
which  it  seeks  to  conceal,  sur- 
passes, perhaps,  in  horror  and 
perfidy  the  worst  which  the 
Church  has  known  in  its  long 


history.  Whether  intended  or 
not,  there  is,  henceforth,  in  the 
Far  East  an  “Ignatius  Kiong 
case,”  as  (there  is  in  the  West  a 
“'Mindszenty  case.”  Brothers 
greatly  different  in  race,  lang- 
uage and  education,  but  brothers 
in  Christ,  they  have  had,  the 
Cardinal  of  the  West  and  the 
Bishop  of  the  East,  the  same 
spontaneous  reactions  for  the 
defence  Of  (the  Faith  and  fidelity 
to  the  See  Of  Peter. 

For  a year,  Ignatius  Kiong, 
this  “very  worthy  Bishop  Of  the 
Catholic  Church,”  has  been  lodg- 
ed in  a dungeon.  Will  he  soon 
be  freed,  as  rumors  circulating 
in  Shanghai  would  lead  one  to 
suppose?  Will  he  still  be  Igna- 
tius Kiong,  the  valiant  defender 
of  the  Christian  City,  or  simply 
the  shadow  Of  his  former  self,  a 
human  remnant,  broken  by  a 
long  and  clever  persecution  and 
su'btle  torture?  It  is  God’s  mys- 
tery. But  while  waiting  and  on 
the  occasion  of  this  anniversary, 
the  entire  Catholic  world  should 
join  hands  with  this  prisoner  of 
Christ,  undoubtedly  one  of  the 
greatest  figures  of  'the  Eastern 
Church.  (Fides)  Sept  15-56. 


Lishui  Mission,  one-time  headquarters  of  our  Society  in  China. 


Among  the  non-Christian  peoples  of  the  world  China  has  never 
been  surpassed  in  her  reverence  for  the  family.  Filial  piety 
was  always  held  in  widest  respect  while  parental  dignity  and 
authority  were  venerated  beyond  telling. 


Such  natural  virtues  made  China  great.  But  they  stand  in  the 
way  of  atheistic  Communism;  hence  they  must  be  destroyed. 
To  prevent  this  we  issue  our  Call  to  Arms.  God  help  us  in 
eternity,  and  our  children  in  time,  if  we  fail. 
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Here  is  a true  account  of  what  is  going  on 
behind  the  Bamboo  Curtain.  To  save  this 
people  we  must  pray  and  sacrifice  as  never 
before.  What  answer  shall  we  make  to  God 
if  we  fail? 


do  not  forsake  us! 


The  Treatment  Inflicted  on  the 
Prisoners 

There  is  no  room  for  doubt 
that  the  prisons  of  China  and 
the  slave  - concentration  camps 
are  overcrowded  with  prisoners 
since  the  investigations  of  a spe- 
cial Commission  of  Enquiry  held 
its  session  at  Brussels  'from  the 
20th  to  30  of  April. 

In  fact  there  are  thousands  of 
documents  and  evidences  which 
have  come  out  in  discussions 
carried  on  by  three  missions  on 
the  Far-East  during  the  course  of 
1954,  1955,  and  1956.  These 
missions  were  sponsored  by  the 
International  Commission 
Against  Concentration-regimen- 
tation, and  aided  and  supported 
by  other  international  organiza- 
tions, such  as  for  example  the 
International  Confederation  of 
Free  Unions  which  represents  55 
million  workers  in  75  countries. 

The  conference  of  Brussels 
establishes  irrefutably  the  follow- 
ing facts: 

1— The  Chinese  citizen,  from 
the  time  of  his  arrest,  is  com- 
pletely handed  over  to  the  will 


of  the  Communist  Government. 
He  is  presumed  guilty  by  the 
Peoples’  Government,  “which  is 
never  wrong,”  and  no  legiti- 
mate means  of  defense  is  offered 
him.  Under  indescribable  physi- 
cal and  moral  tortures,  “spon- 
taneous confessions,”  are  extor- 
ted from  him  which  will  serve 
for  his  own  condemnation  as 
well  as  that  of  many  others. 

2—  The  forced-labor-camp  not 
only  exists  but  it  is  even  a nor- 
mal, customary  and  permanent 
institution  which  serves  both  as 
a means  of  re-education  and 
plays  an  important  role  in  the 
economic  reconstruction  of  the 
country. 

3—  The  physical  surroundings 
of  the  prisons  and  the  work  are 
extremely  harsh.  But  they  are 
the  least  part  of  the  punishment. 
The  psychological  re-education 
and  the  tormenting  indoctrina- 
tion result  not  in  making,  “new 
men,”  as  it  is  supposed  but  “de- 
graded men.”  It  is  a real  work 
of  dehumanization,  a continual 
outrage  on  the  personality  and 
dignity  of  man. 
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Fr.  McSween  of  Scarboro  Missions  taught 
the  young. 


The  Sisters  from  Pembroke,  Ont.,  cared 
for  the  sick. 


These  conclusions  of  Brussels 
are  not  in  the  least  exaggerated. 
At  Hongkong,  the  point  of  arri- 
val of  those  expelled,  we  have 
seen  real  living  skeletons  get  off 
the  trains  and  the  Boats;  phan- 
toms, as  it  were,  who  had  to  be 
carried  in  stretchers,  mentally 
confused,  a prey  of  terror,  re- 
membering nothing  of  what  they 
had  ‘confessed”  or  on  the  other 
hand  tormented  with  remorse  at 
the  thought  of  having  signed 
while  in  stupor  and  through 
exhaustion. 

Father  Brun  of  the  Scheut 
Congregation  who  had  experi- 
ence in  Nazi  camps  and  Chinese 
prisons  declared:  “that  he  pre- 
ferred 10  years  in  a Nazi  camp 
rather  than  one  month  in  a 
Chinese  prison.” 

Condemned  for  Their  Adherence 
to  the  Faith 

It  is  necessary  to  repeat  (this 
because  the  Communist  propa- 
ganda has  been  insisting  for 
years,  there  is  no  persecution  of 
religion  in  China  and  there  is 
complete  freedom  of  religion, 
and  those  who  are  arrested,  are 
so  because  of  their  “political 
crimes.”  Father  Clifford  S.J. 
heard  his  judge  say:  “The  Pope 
is  a liar  and  a hypocrite  when 
he  declares  that  there  is  religious 
persecution  in  China.”  The  ar- 
gument is  not  new.  It  was  also 
for  political  crimes  that  Nero 
transformed  the  first  Christians 
into  living  torches  and  Thus  illu- 
minated the  imperial  gardens. 
Unfortunately,  it  is  the  type  of 
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falsehood  which  is  easily  be- 
lieved. 

All  those  who  lived  through 
the  dramatic  years  o'f  the  perse- 
cution in  China  were  astonished 
to  see  how  priests  and  faithful 
were  not  agitators,  how  they 
made  concessions  as  far  as  poss- 
ible, and  how  they  collaborated 
with  all  the  enterprises  of  the 
Regime  in  so  far  as  they  were 
compatible  with  their  religious 
practices  and  their  Faith.  But 
When  their  Faith  or  their  alle- 
giance to  the  Sovereign  Pontiff 
was  at  stake,  they  preferred  im- 
prisonment to  apostasy. 

They  are  in  prison  because 
they  refused  to  approve  the  ex- 
pulsion of  the  Apostolic  Nuncio, 
because  they  refused  to  accuse 
the  foreign  missionaries  of  im- 
perialism, because  they  declared 
that  they  cannot  be  separated 
from  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  and 
belong  to  the  ‘'Church  of  the 
Three  Independences”,  or  the 
“Patriotic  Church,”  because  they 
'tried  to  maintain  contact  with 
their  superiors  in  Rome,  because 
they  taught  catedhism  to  chil- 
dren, because  they  refused  to 
declare  the  Legion  of  Mary  “re- 
actionary,” because,  finally,  they 
guarded  the  Tabernacle,  so  that 
the  Eucharist  would  not  be 
profaned. 

Their  enemies  are  free  to  call 
them  political  criminals  but  in 
conscience  Catholics  know  that 
they  are  martyrs  and  are  suffer- 
ing for  the  Faith. 

When  history  can  be  written 


with  a little  more  reflection  and 
when  historians  weigh  the  tor- 
ment of  the  Church  in  China, 
two  things  will  show  up  in  the 
evidence:  the  foolishness  Of  the 
accusations  brought  forward  and 
the  stupidity  of  a persecution 
which  is  set  on  destroying  three 
million  Catholics  who  are  politi- 
cally harmless  and  admirable 
from  a patriotic  viewpoint  and, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  spiritual 
courage  of  ithese  Christians  who 
did  not  let  themselves  be  won 
over  by  any  fallacious  promises. 

They  Are  Our  Brothers  and  Have 
a Right  to  Our  Prayers 

How  many  are  there  in  these 
prisons  and  camps?  The  Brussels 
Commission,  which  had  the  list- 
ing and  geographic  positions  of 
297  concentration  camps  in 
China,  has  not  been  able  to 
solve  the  problem  with  any  cer- 
tainty. A modesit  estimate  seems 
to  be  that  of  the  Trade  Unions 
Of  Hongkong  and  Kowloon 
which  count  about  twenty  mil- 
lion slaves  in  Red  China. 

How  many  Catholics  are  there 
among  them?  We,  also,  are  forc- 
ed to  conjecture.  A recent  letter 
from  a Chinese  religious  told  us 
that  at  Shanghai,  on  the  average, 
there  were  two  “missing”  from 
each  Catholic  family.  Supposing 
that  this  is  the  situation  all  over 
China  and  that  each  family  is 
made  up  of  ten  people,  one 
Catholic  in  five  would  be  in 
prison  or  in  concentration  camp. 
Out  of  a total  of  three  million 
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Catholics,  there  would  'be  600,000 
“missing.” 

“Absent,”  “missing”  — tragic 
words.  Let  us  think  also  of  the 
suffering  of  those  who  wait  at 
home  for  the  “missing.” 

One  thing  is  certain:  these 
“missing”  are  our  brothers  in 
Christ.  We  say  off-hand,  “the 
Catholics  of  China  are  perse- 
cuted, the  Catholics  of  Poland 
are  persecuted,  the  Catholics  of 
Czechoslovakia  are  persecuted 
...”  Would  it  not  be  much  more 
exact  to  say,  “WE  CATHOLICS 
are  persecuted  in  China,  in 
Poland,  in  Czechoslovakia  . . .” 
This  second  formula  has  at  least 
the  advantage  of  marking  our 
solidarity  with  all  those  who 
suffer.  Is  it  not  theologically 
certain  that  when  one  member  is 
attacked  the  whole  body  is 
attacked? 

It  would  have  the  advantage 
of  pushing  us  into  an  immediate 
offensive  reaction,  the  only  reac- 
tion which  is  eight  for  a Catho- 
lic, that  is,  prayer,  the  fervent 
prayer  which  truly  comes  from 
the  heart  for  the  Chinese  mem- 
bers Of  the  Catholic  family,  our 
family,  martyred  on  the  Man- 
churian plains,  along  the  length 
of  the  new  railroads  of  Sinkiang 
or.  at  the  foot  Of  the  dams  on 
the  Hoai  River. 

They  suffer  in  their  body  and 
I suffer -with  them.  All  the  length 
of  their  monotonous,  dull,  in- 
supportable days,  they  “escape” 
through  their  heart  to  Him  who 
is  all  Joy,  all  Beauty,  and  all 
Goodness  and  who  will  one  day 


be  their  superabundant  reward. 
Why  should  not  I,  too,  escape 
with  them?  The  Divine  Office 
that  they  can  no  longer  say,  why 
not  say  it  for  them  and  with 
them?  The  rosary  of  which  they 
have  been  deprived,  why  not  say 
it  for  their  intention?  And  the 
Mass,  which  they  offer  every  day 
in  their  bloodied  bodies,  why  not 
say  it  for  them,  with  them?  Oh, 
why  don’t  the  fervent  Christians 
of  the  whole  world  make  it  an 
Obligation  for  themselves  to  as- 
sist not  at  one  but  at  two  Masses 
a week  in  union  with  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Mystical  Body,  which 
in  China  no  longer  has  this 
happiness. 

A Christian  in  Shanghai  wrote 
on  May  3,  1956  to  the  Holy 
Father:  Many  priests.  Brothers, 
Sisters  and  lay  people  are  con- 
demned to  imprisonment  and 
have  been  deported  to  Manchu- 
ria and  to  the  north  off  Kiangsu 
to  undergo  forced  labor  and  live 
like  animals.  They  are  truly 
great  and  suffer  for  the  Church. 
We  should  take  them  for  a 
model  and  imitate  them.  I beg 
your  Holiness  to  make  an  appeal 
to  the  Christians  of  the  whole 
world  that  they  might  pray  each 
day  for  those  who  suffer,  in  order 
that  God  may  give  them  the 
courage  to  resist  until  death.” 

The  Holy  Father  replied;  he 
asks  us  “to  pray  especially  for 
the  priests  and  Christians  Of 
China  who  suffer  for  their  Faith 
in  prison,  at  forced  labor.”  Will 
we  remain  deaf  to  his  call? 

(Fides- — New  York) 
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INVASION  (Continued  from  page  6) 

AmJbassador  Grew  notes  that 
the  apologists  for  Red  China  are 
chanting  two  falsely  appealing 
claims  to  lure  the  free  world  into 
accepting  Peiping.  One  is  that 
the  Red  regime  is  in  “firm  con- 
trol” of  the  mainland  and  its 
people;  and  the  other  is  that  Red 
China  offers  a “vast  market”  for 
trade-hungry  nations.  “None  Of 
these  claims  will  stand  up  under 
examination,”  'Mr.  Grew  stresses. 
The  Chinese  People  are  far  from 
being  conquered  under  Peiping’s 
ruthless  dictatorship,  even  after 
the  massacre  of  20,000,000  non- 
conformists, Mr.  Grew  continues. 
Heroic  counter  - revolutionary 
movements  are  being  carried  on 
with  increasing  vigor  from  far- 
flung  Tibet  to  16  provinces  in 
China  proper. 

* # # 

The  longings  in  some  neutral 
nations  for  trade  with  Red 
China  is  entirely  wishful  think- 
ing, Mr.  Grew  states.  He  discloses 
that  of  Red  China’s  exportable 
goods  80  percent  is  already 
firmly  committed  to  Soviet  Rus- 
sia and  its  satellites.  “Red  China 
has  little  to  export  except  what 
she  exports  now  — opium,  heroin 
and  slave  labor,”  Mr.  Grew 
points  out.  Furthermore,  the 
Peiping  regime  is  currently  con- 
ducting What  the  author  calls  a 
“biological  warfare”  against  the 
entire  nondommunist  world  by 
shipping  out  annually  about 
$60,000,000  worth  of  deadly 
habit-forming  drugs— heroin  and 


heropon.  This  “cynical  aggres- 
sion agains  humanity,”  according 
to  Dr.  Harry  J.  Anslinger,  U.S. 
representative  to  the  U.N.  Com- 
mission on  Narcotic  Drugs,  is 
aimed  at  two  objectives:  (1)  To 
earn  foreign  exchange  to  pay  off 
Peiping’s  loans  from  Russia  and 
to  help  finance  world  Commu- 
nist propaganda;  and  (2)  to 
demoralize  human  beings  in  the 
nondommunist  world. 

On  the  labor  front,  documen- 
ted data  on  U.N.  files  show  that 
Red  China  has  25,000,000  in- 
mates at  work  in  slave  labor 
camps  undergoing  What  the 
Chinese  Reds  call  “thought  re- 
form through  labor.”  Another 
1,500,000  slave  laborers  have 
been  shipped  to  Russia,  Poland. 
East  Germany  and  Czechoslova- 
kia like  cattle  in  exchange  for 
war  machines.  Between  7,000,000 
and  8,000,000  non-criminal  work- 
ers have  been  conscripted  for 
water  conservancy,  railway  and 
highway  building  projects  and 
dam  construction  without  pay. 

* # * 

In  his  concluding  chapter, 
“Formosa:  Freedom’s  Far  East 
beachhead,”  the  author  writes: 
“Formosa  is  the  symbol  and 
rallying  point  of  Chinese  hope 
for  Asian  resistance  to  Commu- 
nist aggression  and  conquest.  It 
represents  practically  the  only 
hope  of  free  Chinese  everywhere 
. . . for  a nondommunist  future 
for  them  in  Asia.  It  is  the  only 
‘light  at  the  end  of  the  tunnel’ 
to  which  oppressed  Chinese  on 
the  mainland  can  look.” 


(A  (Chinese  News  (Service  release.  New  York) 
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make  this  a joyful 

Christmi 


Our 

Scarboro 

Calendar 

for 

1957 


INFORMATIVE  - HANDY  - ATTRACTIVE 

Our  calendar  is  being  mailed  to  you  this  month.  It  carries  with  it 
our  best  wishes  that  the  divine  Infant  will  bless  you  with  grace  and 
happiness. 

It  also  brings  to  you  our  deeply  earnest  appeal  that  you  will 
stand  shoulder  to  shoulder  with  us  by  your  prayers  and  alms 
that  together  we  may  bring  the  hope  of  heaven  to  those  who 
have  still  to  hear  of  Bethlehem. 


The  greatest  gift  you  can  give  to  Christ  is  the  love  off  your  heart. 
And  the  second  is  like  to  it:  showing  others  how  'to  love  Him.  Let 
the  bright  star  o’f  your  generosity  lead  many  to  His  heaven. 


SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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r your 

Missionaries 

Lady 
of  the 
Holy  Rosary 
of 

Fatima 

You  can  do  much  towards 
putting  Christ  back  into  Christ- 
mas by  sending  your  loved  ones 
this  beautiful  statue  of  His 
mother. 

Besides  invoking  her  blessing 
on  them,  it  will  keep  memories 
of  you  fresh  in  their  hearts. 

We  will  gladly  co-operate  with 
you  by  mailing*  as  many  statues 
as  you  wish  to  order,  sending 
them  without  postage  cost  or 
bother  to  you.  Moreover,  a card- 
ful of  your  greetings  will  accom- 
pany each  of  them. 

Don’t  delay;  order  today. 

*This  offer  of  free-mailing  is  re- 
stricted to  Canada  and  does  not  em- 
brace air-express. 


DESCRIPTION 

Height  14  inches 

Colour — White  with  gold  trim. 
Accessory — Matching  Rosary. 

Price  $5.00 
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Scene  from  the  ancient  gardens  of  the 
Imperial  Palace  of  China. 

God 

will  ask  you 
why 

♦ 

Meditation 

* 


by  DESMOND  STRINGER,  S.F.M. 


As  the  externals  of  the  Cath- 
olic Faith  are  being  progressively 
blotted  out  in  'twentieth  century 
China,  many  of  us  who  have 
spent  some  years  in  that  part  of 
the  East  find  ourselves  quite 
baffled  at  the  turn  of  events. 

We  firmly  believe  that  through 
the  welter  of  turmoil  and  trouble 
afflicting  that  unhappy  land  the 
hand  of  divine  Providence  can 
be  seen  directing  all  things  to- 
wards His  glory  and  the  salva- 
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tion  of  souls.  But  why  have 
missionary  efforts  through  the 
centuries  met  with  such  serious 
setbacks,  not  to  say  complete 
defeats?  Nestorianism  — an  here- 
tical form  of  Christianity  — be- 
gan to  flourish  away  back  in  the 
first  centuries  of  our  era.  We  can 
easily  understand  why  Provi- 
dence would  circumvent  and 
destroy  it  lest  its  errors  infect 
the  whole  Far  East.  But  Catholic 
missionaries  have,  ostensibly, 
fared  no  better  in  their  turn. 

Among  the  attempts  to  estab- 
lish the  Catholic  Church  in  the 
Celestial  Empire,  two  stand  out 
for  prodigious  efforts  put  into 
the  task  and  the  glorious  success 
which  crowned  them— for  a time. 
One  thrills  to  read  of  those 
missionary  giants,  Ricci,  Verbiest 
and  Schall  — to  name  but  three— 
who  brought  the  Faith  right  into 
Pekin’s  Imperial  palace  and 
numbered  royalty  among  its  ad- 
herents. Those  were  golden  years 
then,  and  the  Kingdom  of  Christ 
steadily  expanded  its  sway 
among  the  children  of  Han. 

Then  a whirlwind  of  devilish 
persecution  rose  and  struck  with 
undreamed  of  ferocity.  Dissen- 
sion and  jealousy  among  the 
missionaries  themselves  furnish- 
ed the  means  by  which  their 
pagan  enemies  could  stir  up 
Imperial  wrath  against  them. 
Even  though  in  themselves  the 
faults  and  failings  of  those  mis- 
sionaries were  insignificant,  yet 
the  “hierarchy”  of  paganism, 
members  of  the  Board  of  Rites, 


seized  on  them  and  painted  such 
an  alarming  picture  of  danger 
to  the  Empire  that  they  finally 
succeeded  in  having  an  anti- 
Christian  edict  enacted  and 
Catholicism  was  cruelly  wiped 
out. 

It  was  not  until  the  XIX  and 
XX  centuries  that  persistent 
efforts  won  Catholic  missionaries 
another  foothold  in  the  Heaven- 
ly Kingdom.  But  not  until  after 
the  Boxer  revolution  were  they 
able  to  work  in  comparative 
safety.  Sporadic  outbursts  of 
violence  obstructed  their  efforts 
in  scattered  localities  but  all  in 
all,  conditions  continued  to  im- 
prove. Churches  were  built 
throughout  the  land  to  house 
the  ever-increasing  number  of 
worshippers;  hospitals  were  erec- 
ted to  care  for  an  endless  stream 
of  the  sick  and  the  diseased; 
schools  were  opened  to  bring 
Christian  learning  to  even  the 
most  backward  communities. 
The  grain  of  mustard  seed  again 
gave  promise  of  growing  into  a 
mighty  tree. 

Then  once  again  the  gates  of 
hell  opened  to  spawn  a horde  of 
devils  rushing  out  to  wreak 
death  and  destruction  on  the 
young  Church.  None  of  us  can 
say  we  did  not  see  this  enemy 
lurking  in  the  shadows.  The 
attack  was  slow  and  quiet  and 
methodical,  camouflaged  with  a 
cunning  that  disarmed  the  ap- 
prehensions of  many.  Now  we 
see  it  for  what  it  is  and  it  can  be 
best  summed  up  in  the  words  of 
Fr.  Rigney  upon  his  release  from 
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Red  China:  “Now  I know  what 
hell  is  like!”  And  once  again  the 
Catholic  Church  is  in  the  process 
of  'being  obliterated. 

Why  has  Divine  Providence 
allowed  this  pattern  of  destruc- 
tion to  be  repeated  in  China? 
Let  no  one  think  for  a moment 
that  any  of  us  is  questioning  the 
wisdom  of  God.  But  it  is  not 
enough  to  answer:  “It  is  His 
Holy  Will.”  There  can  be  no 
imperfection  on  the  part  off  God 
in  His  plan  for  the  salvation  of 
mankind.  But  there  can  be  — 
and  evidently  are  — obstacles  to 
its  working,  obstacles  that  origi- 
nate with  us.  Let  us  take  but 
one— a negative  one,  to  be  sure  — 
but  nonetheless  one  productive 
of  almost  mortal  harm,  namely, 
our  lack  of  co-operation  with 
God. 

St.  Augustine  tells  us  that  the 
history  of  a nation  is  as  that  of 
an  individual.  So  let  us  talk  of  a 
nation’s  problems  in  terms  of 
individual  people.  When  you 
were  born  into  this  world  — and 
by  the  grace  of  God  born  into 
the  Catholic  Faith  — one  of  the 
main  reasons  for  your  existence 
was  that  in  due  time  you  would 
begin  working  for  the  salvation 
of  your  soul  by  contributing  as 
far  as  you  were  able  to  the  salva- 
tion of  mankind.  As  a social 
being  you  could  not  concern 
yourself  with  yourself  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  others  and  especially 
was  that  true  in  spiritual  mat- 
ters. That  basic  duty  was  incum- 
bent on  you  as  a Catholic  regard- 


less of  what  vocation  you  were  to 
follow.  If  you  became  a priest, 
this  duty  would  be  enhanced  and 
extended;  it  would  become  some- 
thing to  Which  you  would  be 
dedicated  in  a special  way.  But 
let  us  leave  the  priesthood  aside 
in  this  discussion. 

As  a layman  how  have  you 
performed  this  duty  of  helping 
others  save  their  souls?  In  other 
words,  how  have  you  laboured 
to  extend  the  Kingdom  of  God 
on  earth?  To  what  extent  have 
you  striven  to  move  the  Heart  of 
God  to  grant  the  gift  of  Faith  to 
non-believers?  Have  you  been 
contented  with  but  a casual  and 
routine  prayer  unbacked  by  any 
sort  of  real  sacrifice? 

To  be  more  specific,  what  have 
you  done  to  win  graces  for  your 
tormented  fellow-men  in  China? 
You  know  that  the  merits  of 
Jesus  Christ  are  infinite  in  extent 
and  value.  You  must  also  remem- 
ber that  your  prayers  and  your 
sacrifices  are  necessary  that  these 
merits  be  applied  to  the  souls  of 
others  as  well  as  your  own.  If 
you  fail  in  this,  then  God  help 
you.  He  will  not  allow  your 
dereliction  of  duty,  of  itself, 
cause  (the  damnation  of  another, 
but  you  may  well  lose  your  own 
soul  by  it. 

The  forces  of  evil  are  more 
than  matched  on  every  count  by 
the  strengths  of  good.  You  have 
(we  put  it  reverently)  the  whole 
power  of  God  at  your  beck  and 
call.  He  wills  to  put  into  your 
hands  weapons  of  the  mightiest 
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sort,  but  you  must  beseech  Him 
for  them  and  keep  yourself  fit  to 
use  them.  Have  you,  sufficiently, 
and  according  to  your  state,  com- 
mitted yourself  thus  to  the  task? 

China  is  in  agony  because  evil 
forces  have  launched  a terrific 
attack  against  her;  the  same 
holds  true  on  the  entire  world- 
front.  Hell  is  making  an  all-out 
attempt  to  set  up  what  Bishop 
Sheen  called  “the  mystical  body 
of  Satan.”  The  Mother  of  God 
hurried  to  Fatima  to  alert  you 
but  too  few  have  as  yet  awakened 
to  the  peril.  She  called  for  the 
co-operation  of  all  members  of 


the  Faith  in  taking  up  the  wea- 
pons of  prayer  and  sacrifice, 
assuring  them  victory,  not  by  an- 
nihilation of  the  human  agents 
of  Satan,  but  by  their  conversion. 

The  issue  is  squarely  up  to 
you.  The  past  cannot  be  un- 
done. It  is  the  present  that 
counts.  You  must  give  yourself 
entirely  to  winning  back  to 
Christ  the  souls  of  men  entrap- 
ped by  the  enemy.  It  will  require 
superhuman  effort  but  you  need 
not  fear;  you  can  have  God’s 
strength  for  the  earnest  asking. 
If  you  fail  in  this  remember  — 
God  will  ask  you  why. 


Junks  on  the  China  Sea  in  bygone  days 
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Early  Morning  Mist 
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jyEP  in  a peen  valley. 

Greener  than  the  grass  of  Springtime . 

Which  lies  between  Big  Sorrow  Mountain 
And  the  hill  of  the  Golden  Pagoda; 

Lies  the  cave  of  the  Winds , 

And  where  the  cavern  ends 

You  pass  through  a curtained  waterfall, 

To  find  yourself  within  a sunlit  expanse , 

Of  verdant  fields,  steeped  in  the  smell  of  jasmine, 
Shadowed  by  mighty  camphors, 

And  edged  by  the  lace  filagree  of  the  delicate  bamboo. 
And  there,  like  a picture  in  its  lovely  frame, 

Delightful,  entrancing- almost  too  beautiful, 

IPs  bright,  red  walls,  rising  storey  upon  storey, 

IPs  brilliant  yellow  roof,  resplendent  in  the  golden  sunshine- 
Lies  the  temple  of  the  Early  Morning  Mist. 


Written  by  HUGH  SHARKEY,  S.F.M. 
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STRAW-SANDAL  MAKER 

A form  of  private  enterprise  in  China  before  Communism  took  over. 
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Reminiscence 

by  HUGH  SHARKEY,  S.F.M. 


It  was  November  1929,  twenty- 
seven  years  ago  this  month,  the 
Feast  of  A!ll  Souls.  I stood  at  the 
altar  in  St.  Patrick’s  Church  in 
Vancouver  offering  up  my  three 
Holy  Masses  for  my  dear  dead 
and  the  faithful  departed.  After 
breakfast  Monsignor  Forget,  the 
beloved  pastor  of  the  parish, 
drove  me  down  to  the  dock 
where  the  Empress  of  Russia  lay 
at  anchor. 

Little  did  I know  on  that  day 
as  we  sped  through  the  heart 
of  Vancouver’s  Chinatown  that 
some  years  later  my  permanent 
address  would  be  — 568  East 
Georgia  Street  in  that  same  city 
and  my  position  would  be  that 
of  pastor  of  Canada’s  first 
national  Chinese  parish. 

In  no  time  we  were  shipside 
amid  a scene  of  commotion  and 
excitement  — the  crowded  docks, 
the  mighty  Empress  already 
warming  up  for  the  long  jour- 
ney, the  ship’s  orchestra  playing 
“Farewell  to  Thee,’’  people 
dashing  up  and  down  the  gang- 
plank, last  minute  deliveries  of 
fruit,  gifts,  ship’s  stores  etc.  The 
gaudy  streamers  stretching  from 
passengers  to  loved  ones  on  the 
wharf,  the  final  call  of  “All 
ashore  that’s  going  ashore!’’ 

With  a heart  thrilled  beyond 
all  telling  and  the  truth  Of 
Shakespeare’s  words  “parting  is 
such  sweet  sorrow”  deep  within 


me,  I stood  beside  Father  Aaron 
Gignac,  (now  deceased)  Father 
Bernard  Boudreau  and  Father 
Desmond  Stringer— on  the  door- 
step of  the  greatest  adventure 
of  my  life.  The  gangplank  was 
lowered,  the  colorful  paper 
streamers  began  to  break  one  by 
one;  those  on  the  dock  became 
an  indistinct  blur  in  the  distance. 
Under  a clear  autumn  sky  the 
mighty  liner  turned  and  headed 
out  through  the  Narrows  to- 
wards the  open  sea  and  far-off 
China. 

There  is  nothing  more  exhil- 
irating  than  a sea  voyage  and  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Missionaries  on 
board  enjoyed  every  moment  of 
it  through  the  full  two  weeks 
of  rolling  decks  and  mountain- 
ous waves  on  the  not  so  pacific 
Pacific.  It  was  a question  of 
“walk  and  roll.” 

Our  first  stop  was  Honolulu 
on  the  beautiful  Hawaiian  island 
of  Oahu,  five  days  distant  from 
Victoria,  B.C.  The  unbelievable 
blue  of  the  ocean  seemed  for  all 
the  word  like  the  azure  cloak 
of  the  Queen  of  Angels  herself, 
draping  itself  around  us  and 
dipping  into  the  white-crested 
breakers  that  wash  eternally 
upon  these  golden  shores. 

Then  on  to  Yokohama,  Japan, 
with  the  colorful  costumes  Of  its 
girls  and  women,  the  music  of 
their  wooden  sandals  clacking 
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over  the  ancient  cobblestones; 
the  first  glimpses  of  the  mysteri- 
ous, age-old  Orient,  its  sights  and 
sounds,  its  philosophy  and  its 
way  of  life. 

Japan  itself  was  an  amazing 
blend  of  the  modern  and  the  old 
— its  peace  and  tranquility,  its 
poetry  and  charm,  its  ageless 
Shinto  shrines,  its  holy  moun- 
tain, Fuji-yama,  towering  snow- 
capped above  all  and  the  delicate 
symphony  of  its  lotus  gardens, 
its  scented  blossoms,  and  its  Im- 
perial palace  walled  and  moated, 
the  home  of  the  Emperor. 

Japan’s  inland  sea  held  for  me 
a very  special  charm  indeed  and 
I can  so  well  remember  how  the 
Empress  of  Russia  when  she 
reached  Kobe  late  in  the  even- 
ing, we  looked  out  upon  a fairy- 
land of  lights  creeping  up  the 
hillside  from  the  waters  edge. 

What  can  I say  of  Nagasaki, 
redolent  with  the  memories  of 
the  great  St.  Francis  Xavier, 
whose  very  footsteps  had  sancti- 
fied the  streets  on  which  we 
walked.  Hdw  can  I express  the 
thrill  of  kneeling  in  the  “Church 
Of  the  Discovery”  in  the  Catholic 
village  of  Urakami;  of  'looking 
up  to  the  hill  Of  Martyrs  tower- 
ing above  that  little  town  — the 
Calvary  of  Japan  where  twenty- 
six  gave  their  (lives  upon  as  many 
crosses  for  the  Catholic  Faith  — 
one  of  them  a Chinese  boy 
scarcely  thirteen  years  of  age. 

We  were  indeed  loath  to  leave 
the  land  of  the  cherry-blossoms, 
but  ahead  lay  'China,  the  country 
Of  our  adoption,  so  long  desired, 


so  earnestly  striven  for  — at  long 
last  so  near  at  hand. 

We  were  roused  from  our  sleep 
that  last  morning  at  sea,  by 
the  sound  of  great  commotion 
aboard  ship  and  by  the  gleeful 
shouting  of  our  cabin  steward  all 
excited  over  the  prospect  of 
arriving  home  and  seeing  his 
loved  ones. 

“Shanghai!  Shanghai!”  What  a 
din,  what  noise,  what  exoitement. 
What  thoughts  in  the  hearts  of 
the  young  Scarboro  Foreign  Mis- 
sionaries who  looked  out  on  the 
muddy  Whanghoo  river  and  saw 
the  skyline  along  the  Interna- 
tional Bund  of  this  gateway  city 
to  all  our  hopes,  our  fears,  our 
dreams. 

After  some  clays  in  bustling, 
busy  Shanghai,  where  we  were 
guests  of  the  French  Vincentians 
on  famed  Sapa-salu,  we  left  by 
coastal  boat  for  Wenchow  and 
thence  by  river  boat  for  Lishui. 

I remember  how  impatient  we 
became  at  the  slow  progress  of 
the  river  boat.  We  walked  the 
last  remaining  miles  and  arrived 
hot  and  breathless  at  our  mission 
Headquarters  — home  at  last. 

Many  a time  I sit  in  the  lone- 
liness and  quiet  of  my  little 
room  and  dose  my  eyes  and  walk 
down  memory’s  road.  For  I can- 
not help  but  shed  a tear  for  the 
days  that  are  no  more.  Perhaps 
never  again  shall  I set  forth  for 
the  missions,  but  every  time  a 
ship  sets  sail  for  far-away  places, 
or  a plane  bearing  our  mission- 
aries lifts  itself  into  the  blue,  I 
am  on  it—  in  my  dreams. 
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The 

LITTLE  FLOWER’S 
JUNIOR 
MISSIONARIES 

Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

When  I was  getting  ready  to  write  your  monthly  letter,  our  editor 
walked  into  my  office.  “Would  you,”  he  asked,  “get  your  Junior 
Missionaries  to  go  all-out  in  prayer  and  sacrifice  this  month  'for  the 
persecuted  people  of  China?”  I told  him  our  Junior  Missionaries 
were  just  the  right  ones  to  ask.  “You  wait  and  see  how  eager  they’ll 
be  to  do  something  big  and  heroic!”  I assured  him. 

First  of  all  I want  you  to  read  all  the  stories  on  China  in  this 
magazine,  especially  the  big  appeal  on  page  four.  Coax  and  plead 
with  everyone  at  home  until  they  read  them  too.  Then  everybody 
get  together  and  plan  a big  day  Of  sacrifice.  Start  this  day  by  going 
to  Holy  Mass  and  receiving  Communion.  Maike  the  entire  day  a holy 
day.  Deny  yourself  all  amusements,  and  in  the  evening  pray  a family 
Rosary.  These  are  a few  suggestions  to  help  you  get  started.  Show 
the  world  what  lovers  of  God  you  really  are. 

If  all  the  boys  and  gMs  throughout  Canada  will  organize  their 
families  for  this  great  cry  to  heaven  for  mercy,  just  imagine  the 
countless  graces  they  will  win  for  those  poor  souls  in  the  Far  East. 

Be  sure  to  write  in  and  tell  me  what  you  did  on  the  day  you  chose. 
I’ll  tell  the  world  for  you  what  you  were  heroic  enough  to  do. 

Hopefully, 
Father  Jim 
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Statues  of  some  disciples  of  Buddha  in  the  “Sleeping  Buddha” 
temple  in  China.  They  also  have  been  destroyed  by  Red  savages. 


THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE 

(From  the  diary  of  a Scarboro  missionary) 


Alone  in  (the  dreary  desert  the 
missionary  followed  the  winding, 
muddy  trail.  His  catechist  had 
fallen  far  behind,  and  his  voice 
was  hoarse  from  calling.  Poor 
faithful  Ding-jaw;  he  felt  more 
concerned  for  him  than  for  his 
own  comfort.  He  knew  how 
much  he  feared  and  yet  how 
brave  he  was  to  accompany  him 
on  such  a journey  and  on  such 
a night.  A soul  was  calling  some- 
where on  that  wild  night,  and 
in  his  anxiety  to  reach  the  sick 
man’s  home  he  had  left  Ding- 
jaw  far  behind. 

A Gleam  Through  the  Night 

As  he  trod  on,  the  darkness 
fell  heavier,  save  for  an  occa- 
sional glimpse  of  the  moon 
through  the  drifting  clouds.  He 


travelled  all  day  and  had  begun 
to  feel  very  weary  when  he  saw 
a welcome  ray  of  light  in  the 
distance.  He  trudged  on  more 
quickly.  The  light  he  found 
shone  through  the  open  door  Of 
a farm  house,  and  as  he  entered 
he  came  face  to  face  with  a tall 
man,  whose  weatherbeaten  face 
was  deeply  furrowed,  and  in 
whose  eyes  (there  seemed  a 
strange  haunted  look. 

The  Haunted  Room 

The  priest  expected  an  invi- 
tation to  stay  the  night.  It  was 
impossible  to  reach  his  destina- 
tion until  daylight  came.  Yet  the 
man  looked  at  him  coldly  as  he 
would  at  an  intruder.  He  waited 
in  vain  for  the  expected  invita- 
tion. Finally  he  asked  if  he 
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might  stay  with  him  until  morn- 
ing and  offered  to  pay  for  what 
accommodation  he  gave  him.  “If 
you  wish,  sleep  in  that  room  over 
by  the  door,”  he  answered.  “It 
is  the  only  room  I can  offer  you, 
but  no  one  has  slept  in  it  for 
years.”  And  then  he  whispered 
into  his  ear,  “It  is  haunted  by  a 
spirit.” 

The  Apparition 

“Oh,”  said  the  missionary  with 
a laugh,  “I  am  too  tired  to  be 
troubled  with  spirits.  I'll  deep 
ail  right.” 

He  took  what  refreshments  the 
man  brought  him,  and  then 
retired  to  rest.  The  room  was 
under  the  central  opening  found 
in  the  roof  of  every  Chinese 
house  and  known  as  “the  well  Of 
heaven.”  When  the  doors  are 
shut,  this  is  the  only  means  of 
admitting  sunlight  and  air  into 
the  house. 


Children  take  part  in  an  ancient 
religious  rite. 


Dressed  for  his  part  in  one  of  China’s 
old-time  religious  festivals. 


Tired  after  his  long  journey, 
the  missionary  was  soon  asleep. 
He  had  slept  several  hours  when 
he  was  suddenly  awakened  by 
the  feeling  that  some  uncanny 
presence  was  in  his  room.  He 
looked  around  him  with  half- 
shut eyes,  and  then  his  heart 
began  to  flutter  at  what  he  saw. 
There,  descending  as  it  were 
through  “the  well  of  heaven” 
appeared  the  figure  of  a woman 
with  face  as  if  distorted  with 
hate  and  agony,  her  outstretched 
hands  preparing  to  strangle  him. 
For  very  terror  he  could  not 
scream,  but  grasping  the  crucifix 
he  wore  around  his  neck,  he  held 
it  between  him  and  the  appari- 
tion, at  the  same  time  making 
the  sign  of  the  Cross.  The  vision 
disappeared  and  he  was  alone. 
The  cold  sweat  was  clammy  on 
his  brow,  and  it  was  some  time 
before  he  fell  into  a disturbed 
sleep. 
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Daybreak  at  Last 

At  dawn  the  screens  of  the 
room  were  gently  thrust  aside, 
and  the  man  put  his  head 
through,  but  quickly  again  with- 
drew. The  priest  then  recounted 
his  experience.  “Well,”  said  the 
hostt,  “the  last  two  who  slept  in 
that  room  were  strangled  by 
some  unknown  power,  and  since 
then  no  one  has  slept  there. 
Many  years  ago  a woman  who 
was  a murderess  strangled  her- 
self there,  and  that  was  why  I 
told  you  last  night  the  room  was 
haunted.  I have  lived  here  for 
several  years.  I remained  though 
I have  been  unfortunate  in 
everything  I have  put  a hand  to. 
I could  not  leave  it  for  it  is  the 
home  of  my  ancestors  and  their 
graves  are  here.  I have  often 
heard  that  you  priests  have  some 
mysterious  power  over  the  mo- 
kway  (the  devil) , and  seeing 
your  confidence  last  night,  I 
hoped  you  would  destroy  the  evil 
spirit.  Do  tell  me  the  secret  and 
I will  reward  you  handsomely.” 

A Conversion 

The  missionary  explained  to 
him  as  briefly  as  he  could  the 
doctrine  of  his  faith.  He  had 
little  time  to  spare,  but  he  left 
him  a catechism  and  then  con- 
tinued his  journey. 

The  dying  man  was  waiting 
anxiously.  He  heard  his  con- 
fession, and  administered  the 


Sacraments,  and  then  after  visit- 
ing a few  Catholic  families  in 
the  neighborhood,  he  began  his 
return  journey. 

A few  days  after  he  came  again 
to  his  acquaintance  in  “the 
haunted  house.”  What  a change. 
Instead  of  the  cold  reception  of 
a few  nights  before  he  was  greet- 
ed with  a welcome  as  of  a close 
friend.  The  poor  man’s  wife  and 
family  had  returned.  They  in- 
vited him  to  stay  and  instruct 
them. 

Now  there  is  a little  Catholic 
home  in  the  mountains  where 
there  is  a welcome  for  every 
Catholic  missionary  who  chances 
to  pass  that  way.  An  old  man 
sits  at  the  cloor  and  tells  how 
twenty  years  ago,  the  missionary 
came  on  a wild  stormy  night, 
and  how  his  presence  had  'blessed 
his  house. 

The  little  children  who  then 
had  fled  with  their  mothers,  and 
left  him  alone,  have  grown  up 
to  manhood  and  womanhood. 
They  are  living  close  by  and 
when  the  missionary  comes  they 
make  a feast  in  his  honor  and 
when  he  rises  to  leave  there  are 
tears  in  their  eyes  and  they  ask 
him  to  return  soon.  I sat  at  that 
door  one  autumn  evening  as  the 
fields  were  .yellowing,  and  when 
the  mountain  ridges  were  put- 
ting on  their  autumn  tints.  Then 
I too  smoked  my  pipe  and  heard 
the  story  I have  written. 


GIVE  ME  SOULS,  0 LORD 

That  was  the  petition  of  St.  Francis  Xavier. 
Make  it  your  own.  Sign  your  pledge  on  page  five. 
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LEAVE  BEHIND 


A LIVING 

Man’s  yearning  for  immor- 
tality has  a way  of  expressing 
itself  in  monuments  of  marble 
and  metal. 

You  can  leave  behind  a living 
monument  of  flesh  and  blood, 
another  Christ , the  Catholic 
priest. 

At  the  altar  6f  God  he  prays 
daily  for  you  and  your  loved 
ones.  Can  you  find  a surer, 
holier  way  to  be  remembered 
when  you  are  gone? 

Leave  behind  a living  monu- 
ment! Prepare  and  sustain  a 
Scarboro  Missionary  by  contri- 
buting to  the  Burse  Fund.  Only 
the  interest  on  such  a fund  is 
used;  the  principal  remains  in- 
tact. Burses  still  incompleted: 

Holy  Name 
St.  Joseph 
Little  Flower 
Immaculate  Heart 
Holy  Souls 
and  others 


MONUMENT ! 


Our  Address 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


UP  THERE  IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


Make  saving  the  souls  of  others  a means  of  saving  your  own. 

MARIAN  SHRINE  MITE  BOX 

This  'beautiful  statue  of  our  Lady  in  blue  and  white  with  matching 
pedestal  is  made  of  sturdy  plastic.  It  has  a changeable  neat  blue  box 
to  hold  your  alms.  And  it  really  enhances  the  Catholic  atmosphere 
of  your  home. 

To  receive  this  beautiful  ensemble,  simply  tear  off  this  entire  back 
cover  and  mail  it  to  us.  Clean  new  boxes  will  be  sent  you  as  you 
need  them. 

9CARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont.,  Canada 


Toronto,  Ont. 
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O come  let  us  adore  Him. 
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It  is  with  hearts  full  of  deepest  gratitude  that 
Mr  we  Scarboro  Fathers  say  to  you  — God  bless  you  on 
this  beautiful  feast  of  Christmas.  Throughout  this 
year  we  have  remembered  you 
r prie-dieux.  Countless  prayers 


at  the  altar  of  God  and  at 
have  been  offered  to 

Christ  by  our  students  also,  reminding  our  blessed  Lord  to 
shower  on  you  His  consolation  and  to  protect  you  by  His  loving 
care.  Our  blessed  Mother,  too,  has  been  busy  answering  our 
petitions  on  your  behalf.  Whatever  Mary  and  her  divine  Son 
did  for  you  this  past  year,  we  all  of  us  beseech  God  to  multiply 
it  a thousand  times  oyer,  so  that  peace  may  fill  your  hearts  this 
Christmas. 

You  yourself  know  best  what  is  the  debt  of  gratitude  you  owe 
to  God.  If  you  truly  love  Him  you  will  repay  Him,  in  part  at 
least,  by  helping  other  hearts  to  love  Him.  Yet  they  must  learn 
of  Him  first.  You  can  teach  those  around  you.  For  the  millions 
you  yourself  cannot  reach  you  can  call  on  us  to  act  for  you.  We 
will  speak  to  them  in  their  own  language  of  the  wonderful  things 
of  God  that  your  prayers  and  sacrifices,  joined  to  ours,  will  help 
them  understand,  and  understanding,  accept. 

Let  the  light  of  your  holy  life  of  prayer  and  sacrifice,  shine 
brightly  to  attract  those  in  the  darkness  of  unbelief,  that  they 
too,  in  their  millions,  may  find  refuge  in  the  heart  of  the 
Babe  of  Bethlehem.  Let  this  be  our  Christmas  prayer. 


A 

NEW 

PRIES! 
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Pierre  Richard,  S.F.M. 


On  December  22nd  our  only 
graduate  for  this  year,  Rev. 
Pierre  Richard,  S.F.M. , will  be 
ordained  by  His  Excellency, 
Archbishop  Roy  in  Notre  Dame 
Basilica,  Quebec  City.  The  fol- 
lowing day  the  new  priest  will 
sing  his  first  Solemn  Mass  in  his 
parish  church  of  St.  Dominic, 
Quebec. 

Father  Richard  was  born  in 
Quebec  on  November  28th,  1931, 
and  received  his  education  there 
at  St.  Dominic’s  parish  school, 
the  Minor  Seminary,  and  the 
College  de  Ste.  Anne  de  la  Poca- 
tiere. 

In  September,  1952,  he  entered 
the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  the  following  year 
began  his  theological  training  at 
St.  Francis  Xavier’s,  the  Society’s 


Seminary  on  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto.  He  was  ordained  sub- 
deacon by  Cardinal  McGuigan 
at  St.  Michael’s  Cathedral  and 
deacon  by  Bishop  Allen  at  St. 
Augustine’s  Seminary. 

After  his  ordination  and  first 
Mass  Fr.  Richard  will  spend 
Christmas  with  his  family.  He 
will  then  return  to  the  Seminary 
to  complete  his  theological 
course  and  during  that  time  will 
receive  his  appointment  to  one 
of  our  mission  fields. 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mis- 
sion Society  wishes  to  congratu- 
late Father  Richard  on  having 
achieved  the  goal  of  his  desires, 
the  Priesthood,  and  we  are  very- 
happy  to  welcome  him  among 
our  Priest-Members.  We  also 
wish  to  congratulate  his  family 
and  especially  his  good  parents. 
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William  McNabb,  S.F.M. 


Twenty-five  years  ago,  on  De- 
cember nineteenth,  1931,  to  be 
exact,  the  diocese  of  London, 
Ontario,  saw  its  third  Scarboro 
son  ordained.  Holy  Orders  were 
conferred  that  day  on  William 
McNabb,  S.F.M.,  by  His  Excel- 
lency, Right  Rev.  Bishop  Kidd, 
D.D.,  the  ceremony  taking  place 
in  the  new  priest’s  home  parish 
church. 

In  October,  1932,  Fr.  Bill  left 
for  China.  His  aptitude  for  lan- 
guages soon  revealed  itself  by  the 
quick  and  thorough  knowledge 
he  obtained  of  the  Chinese 
tongue.  Then  pneumonia 
brought  him  to  the  doors  of 
death.  Attempts  were  made  to 
reach  him  by  plane  and  bring 
him  to  hospital  in  Shanghai  but 
they  all  failed.  The  heroic  efforts 


of  the  Grey  Sisters  in  Lishui  kept 
him  alive  until  a runner  came  in 
from  Wenchow  with  the  medi- 
cine that  finally  cured  him.  It 
was  an  epic  journey  for  that 
Chinese.  The  skin  of  his  feet 
was  cut  into  ribbons;  it  must 
have  been  agonizing  to  travel  on 
them. 

Ill-health  continued  to  dog  Fr. 
Bill  and  in  1937  he  returned  to 
Canada  where  he  worked  until 
his  appointment  to  the  Domin- 
ican Republic  in  1946.  There  he 
has  mastered  Spanish  with  that 
same  ease  with  which  he  had 
learned  Chinese. 

At  present  he  is  stationed  at 
Azua,  R.D.  May  God  grant  him 
health  and  happiness  for  many 
years  to  come. 
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Bishop  Turner  chats  with  refugee  mother 
and  child  in  Hong  Kong  after  his  release 
from  Red  China. 


Christmas  Eve  in  Chekiang — 
memories  persist  of  still,  gray 
evening  skies  of  winter;  of  life, 
light  and  noise  within  the  mis- 
sion compound  deepening  the 
gloomy  bleakness  outside.  In- 
fants are  here,  the  young  people 
and  the  aged,  all  muffled  in  pad- 
ded cotton  clothes;  youths  shout- 
ing, running,  helping;  old  men 
smoking  long  pipes  and  matri- 
archs stumping  about  import- 
antly on  bound  feet.  Words  of 
greeting  are  passed  politely  be- 
tween all  and  their  pastor.  From 
the  stores  and  workshops  in  town 
and  from  the  farms  of  the 
countryside  they  have  come 
walking  to  church,  their  com- 
mon Faith  singling  them  out 
from  the  pagans,  while  uniting 


LEST  WJ 

by  His  Excellency,  Bishop  I 

themselves  with  one  another  and 
their  pastor  in  the  intimate  bond 
of  the  Mystical  Body.  They  were 
a happy  people  and  the  immin- 
ence of  the  Feast  broke  down 
any  reserve;  they  were  poor, 
mostly,  and  burdened  with  cares, 
but  they  were  free.  The  Cana- 
dian “Spiritual  Father”  would 
soon  have  to  break  up  conversa- 
tions among  them  and  get  start- 
ed on  the  three  hours  of  prayer, 
chant  and  instructions  which 
precede  the  re-enacting  of  Beth- 
lehem at  Midnight  Mass.  These 
are  busy  hours.  Confessions  have 
to  be  heard,  sermons  preached, 
arrangements  made  in  advance 
for  the  bedding  of  those  from 
afar,  and  for  rice  and  steamed 
buns  to  ensure  sleep  and  to  com- 
fort empty  stomachs  which  have 
kept  the  Vigil  Fast. 

I can  never  forget  my  first 
Christmas  in  China;  how  I 
heard,  for  the  first  time  confes- 
sions in  a strange  tongue  with 
the  ratan  back  of  a chair  serving 
as  a confessional  screen;  how  the 
penitents  shivered  in  the  bitter 
wind  that  whistled  through 
every  crack  in  the  chapel  walls. 

Still  vivid  in  my  memory  is 
lovely  Yeh-tu-san  and  its  chapel 
lighted  brightly  by  my  Coleman 
lamp  and  filled  to  overflowing 
with  villagers,  Christian  and  non- 
christian,  with  children  exclaim- 
ing delightedly  over  the  minia- 
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ture  Crib;  and  with  the  begin- 
ning of  Mass,  how  long  strings  of 
firecrackers  crackled  and  banged 
outside  so  loudly  I could  hardly 
hear  mystelf  start  the  Judica  Me. 
I am  sure  such  raucous  noise  was 
as  pleasing  to  the  Babe  of  Beth- 
lehem as  the  musical  chiming  of 
cathedral  bells. 

The  last  vivid  memory  of 
Lishui  in  its  happier  days  is  also 
a poignant  one:  I found  a trun- 
cated figure  from  the  Cathedral 
crib  lying  on  the  littered  street 
in  desolate  desecration  and  res- 
cued it  from  further  profana- 
tion. 

May  our  fellow  Canadians 
who  acknowledge  the  Infant  of 
Bethlehem  as  Lord  and  Saviour, 
and  in  whose  hearts  there  lies 
deep  and  unruffled  the  Peace 
promised  to  men  of  good  will, 
nevertheless  recognize  the  evil  of 
today  for  what  it  is — the  attempt 
to  rid  the  world  of  its  Lord  and 
God  primarily  through  the  de- 
stroying of  His  Church.  May 
they  help  by  their  genuine  de- 
votion to  Him,  through  love, 
obedience,  prayer  and  self-denial, 
in  making  reparation  to  divine 
Justice  so  that  true  freedom  may 
be  won  back  for  all  of  us — es- 
pecially for  our  beloved  Chinese. 

There  will  be  no  Christmas  for  these 
little  Chinese.  Remember  them  and  all 
their  countrymen  in  your  prayers  and 
sacrifices. 
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Setting  ready  to  go  aboard.  It's  a tricky 
business. 


My 

Travel 

Log 


by  ROBERT  CRANLEY,  S.F.M. 

SPHERE  IS  SOMETHING  ABOUT 

travel  that  unnerves  me.  I 
seem  to  lose  complete  control  of 
my  faculties.  And  yet,  travel  here 
should  be  a breeze  for  such  as  I. 
Never  caught  a train  with  more 
than  seconds  to  spare. 

Now  on  Tuesdays,  as  is  our 
custom,  one  of  us  goes  from 
Hinundayan  where  I am  station- 
ed with  Fr.  Ken  Dietrich  to 
Cabalian,  to  visit  the  other 
priests,  to  buy  food  supplies,  to 
go  to  confession.  Tuesday  last 
(now  known  as  black  Tuesday ) 
my  turn  came.  This  meant  that 
I had  to  say  the  first  mass  in 
order  to  catch  the  truck.  By 
7:45  I was  ready  and  waiting. 
No  truck.  An  hour  passed,  but 
still  no  truck.  I went  about  my 
business,  knowing  that  somehow, 
sometime,  the  truck  would  ap- 
pear, the  horn  would  blow,  the 
conductor  and  the  house  boys 
would  run  about  to  find  me  and 
any  luggage  that  might  be  wait- 
ing. At  9:00  of  the  morning  and 
a beautiful  sunlit  morn  it  was, 
the  truck  arrived.  We’re  off! 
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Oops!  Too  soon.  More  passen- 
gers and  'baggage  yet  to  board. 
Hurray!  we’ve  reached  the  end 
of  the  town.  Clear  sailing  (driv- 
ing, I mean)  (from  here  on  in. 
Nothing  to  do  but  relax,  enjoy 
the  sea,  splashing  on  my  left. 
The  little  children  playing  by 
their  doorsteps  were  improvising 
games  to  make  up  for  the  lack 
of  packaged  games  such  as  the 
harassed  parent  in  America  can 
purchase  so  easily.  They  stopped 
to  watch  us  spinning  merrily 
down  the  road.  Did  they  won- 
der, perhaps,  of  the  time  when 
they  themselves  would  go  down 
that  road  to  'far  away  places? 
Whenever  they  caught  sight  of 
the  passengers  they  called  out 
‘Tari,  Pari!”  Carabao  grazed  con- 
tentedly on  the  road  side,  while 
chickens  and  dogs  jay- walked, 
missing  a sudden  end  by  only 
inches.  We  passed  by  pigs,  root- 
ing and  fighting  among  them- 
selves; people  washing  clothes 
in  the  streams;  fishermen,  waist 
deep  in  the  sea,  casting  their 
nets,  or  bobbing  about  in  fragile 
out-riggers.  In  a matter  of  two 
hours,  we  rolled  happily  into 
Cabalian. 

Now  it  is  Tuesday  afternoon. 
I have  spent  the  past  few  hours 
shopping  to  keep  body  and  soul 
together  a little  longer.  The 
inter-island  steamer  (the  Sweet 
Home)  is  in  from  Cebu,  and 
leaving  tonight  for  Hinunangan 
and  Takloban.  The  passengers 
have  landed.  The  cargo  and  the 

In  the  Philippines,  cloth-making  furnishes 
employment  for  many  of  the  people. 
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mail  are  mostly  all  ashore.  The 
time  is  3 p.m.  The  house  boy 
has  been  sent  out  to  hold  a seat 
in  one  of  the  trucks.  All’s  well 
with  the  world.  But  just  wait. 
There  will  be  a monkey  wrench 
in  the  works  yet.  The  first  bus 
roars  past,  loaded,  with  excess 
passengers  holding  onto  the 
sides.  The  second  passes  without 
stopping;  the  third  and  fourth 
likewise.  But  here  comes  the 
Hollywood,  which  is  a copra 
truck  from  Hinundayan. 

Nothing  but  a cloud  of  dust 
as  it  disappears  at  the  end  of  the 
street.  Ordinarily,  I would 
merely  have  gone  back  into  the 
convento,  and  said:  “You’re 

stuck  with  company  for  supper 
and  overnight.”  But  this  day 
was  different.  I was  under  strict 
orders  to  get  back  home  on  the 
same  day,  because  there  are  mar- 
riages on  Wednesday,  and  a 
fiesta  in  a barrio,  and  the  pastor 
cannot  bilocate.  (Neither  wind 
nor  rain,  nor  snow,  nor  sleet, 
nor  dearth  of  trucks  shall  stay 
this  lad  from  the  completion, 
swift  or  otherwise,  of  his  ap- 
pointed duties.)  From  Cabalian 
to  Hinundayan  is  about  20  kilo- 
meters; from  Hinunangan  12. 
The  boat  was  here.  It  stops  in 
Hinundayan.  In  less  than  an 
hour  I knew  my  course  of  action. 
I would  go  home  by  boat.  I 
could  not  disappoint  my  pastor. 
I rushed  to  the  bank  to  board 
the  boat  before  it  could  leave. 

Now,  boarding  a boat  on  the 

These  sturdy  Filipino  women  demonstrate 
a "heady"  mode  of  transporation. 
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A group  of  malaria  fighters  armed  with  D.D.T.  spray  guns  commence  a days  work. 


southeast  coast  of  Leyte  is  some- 
thing special.  There  is  no  wharf 
here.  The  boat  stops  out  in  deep 
water  and  the  passengers  and 
cargo  are  loaded  into  life  boats. 
They  are  either  pulled  by  motor 


boat,  or  rowed  (by  two  oars  at 
the  stern)  into  shallower  water, 
where  they  are  met  by  the  steve- 
dores, who  wade  out  up  to  their 
waists,  and  bring  the  cargo 
ashore  on  their  heads.  Passen- 
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gers  are  carried  on  their  shoul- 
ders — men  sitting  astride  the 
shoulder,  much  like  riding  a 
horse,  ladies  sitting  on  the  shoul- 
der and  upper  arm.  This  is  a 
form  of  transportation  I am  not 
used  to.  The  result  is  that  the 
poor  person  carrying  me  has 
more  trouble  than  all  the  others 
put  together.  My  soutane  fouls 
us  up.  I dislike  getting  my  feet 
wet  (while  wearing  shoes  any- 
way) and  so  try  to  wrap  them 
about  the  man’s  chest.  An  even 
greater  dislike  of  getting  com- 
pletely wet  causes  me  to  clutch 
wildly  at  anything  I can  grasp, 
which  means  that  the  man  is 
temporarily  blinded  by  my 
hands,  or  by  having  his  hat 
pushed  over  his  face.  And  all 
this  for  10  or  20  centavos.  There 
must  be  an  easier  way  to  make  a 
living!  While  I was  attempting 
to  go  aboard,  they  were  loading 
coca-cola  bottles.  Sometime  try 
to  walk  on  the  tops  of  pop 
bottles  with  your  hands  full. 
Then  add  the  gentle  sway  of  a 
boat  in  a light  swell.  But  I 
managed  to  gain  the  “Sweet 
Home”  without  mishap,  and  at 
six  o’clock  we  sailed. 

Three  hours  later,  three  hours 
of  delightful  conversation  with 
many  passengers,  of  admiration 
for  the  cool  velvet  night,  the  full 
moon  burning  a path  over  the 
water,  the  stars,  and  especially 


one  star  low  on  the  horizon, 
serenely  glowing,  we  reached  our 
destination.  The  passengers  had 
never  heard  of  anyone  going 
such  a short  distance  by  boat 
when  there  were  trucks  for  the 
taking!!!!  At  the  point  of  dis- 
embarkation the  process  was  re- 
versed; we  climbed  into  the  life 
boats,  and  were  gently  rowed 
ashore  by  two  men  in  the  back 
of  the  boat.  Then  had  to  climb 
out  of  the  boat  onto  the  shoulder 
of  a waiting  stevedore,  timing  it 
just  right  to  ensure  not  missing 
him,  getting  ones  feet  free  of  the 
boat  and  wrapped  about  his 
chest  and  then  to  shore.  Luckily, 
there  was  a jeep  from  home  at 
the  landing.  And  so  I was  spared 
the  long  walk  which  would  have 
been  necessary  otherwise.  At 
eleven  of  the  evening,  worn  out 
and  weary,  I arrived  at  the  doors 
of  the  convento.  They  were 
locked.  Everyone  was  asleep.  I 
had  been  given  up.  A few  hand- 
fuls of  pebbles,  however,  care- 
fully aimed  at  the  windows 
changed  that. 

At  midnight  I staggered  to 
bed.  And  then  the  door  to  my 
room  began  to  rattle.  “Kitty! 
stop  that.”  Then  the  walls  be- 
gan to  groan,  and  my  bed  to 
shake.  It  was  the  end  of  a perfect 
day.  We  were  enjoying  an  earth- 
quake — but  just  a baby  one, 
hardly  out  of  swaddling  clothes 
yet. 
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It  has  — 

Information  you  want 
Real  mission  pictures 
Space  to  write  notes 

It  is  the  calendar  you  need  to 
mark  up  those  dates  and  special 
events  you  want  to  remember. 


Sent  with  our  best  wishes,  Scarboro's  1957  Calendar  asks  you  to  help 
us  bring  the  joy  of  Christmas  to  those  who  have  not  heard  of  the  Divine 
Infant. 


— CHEQUE  FORM  FOR  YOUR  CONVENIENCE  — 


Your  account  No Date  
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19 

(Name  of  your  bank) 

(Address  and  branch  of  your  bank) 

Pay  to  the  order  of  The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  

....  $ 

77TT  DOLLARS 
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Address 

100 
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NOTIE:  Be  Sure  To  Insert  Bank  Branch  and  Account  Number. 
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by  MSGR.  FRASER,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

Here  are  some  photos  taken 
on  the  occasion  of  a ceremony 
held  at  our  church  for  the  little 
children.  The  Sisters  sent  out  in- 
vitations to  all  the  mothers  of 
their  nursery  children.  Fifty 
came  and  all  the  children.  Last 
year  we  were  pained  at  seeing 
our  pupils  going  to  the  temple 
on  this  feast  day  called,  “The 
Seven-Five-Three”  (Shichi  Go 
San)  and  resolved  to  prevent  it 
this  year  by  holding  a similar 
festival.  The  Bishop  warmly 
approved  the  idea,  and  gave  per- 
mission to  have  Benediction. 
The  program  lasted  from  9:30 
until  noon.  There  was  a little 
concert  and  Punch  and  Judy 
show;  then  a procession  to  the 
church  headed  by  twelve  little 


The  Family  is  a nation's  hope.  Remember 
to  pray  for  Japan. 


girls  dressed  in  gaudy  kimonos. 
Each  of  the  children  held  a 
chrysanthemum  and  placed  it  in 
one  of  the  vases  at  the  altar 
railing.  The  pagan  and  catechu- 
men mothers  assisted  reverently 
at  the  ceremony.  Father  Hatabara 
preached  an  appropriate  sermon 
for  the  children.  These  little 
ones  recited  prayers  and  sang 
hymns,  and  even  chanted  the  O 
Salutaris  and  Tantum  Ergo  in 
Latin! 

This  is  a picture  o'f  a pagan 
woman  and  her  three  children 
whom  we  never  saw  before,  who 
came  to  our  celebration  instead 
of  the  pagan  one.  Let  us  hope 
the  pagans  present  will  receive 
the  light  of  Faith. 


"The  Sisters  sent  out  invitations  to  all  the  mothers  of  their  nursery  children, 


A FTER  his  trip  to  the  Holy 
-***  Land  and  his  visit  to  Bethle- 
hem, Saint  Francis  of  Assisi  had 
a special  devotion  to  the  feast  of 
Christmas.  He  often  said  of  this 
day:  “If  I knew  the  Emperor,  I 
would  ask  him  that  all  be  order- 
ed on  this  day  to  throw  out  corn 
to  the  birds,  especially  to  our 
sisters  the  larks,  and  I would  ask 
that  everyone  who  has  a beast  in 
the  stable  give  it  a specially  good 
meal  for  love  of  the  Child  Jesus 
born  in  a manger.  And  this  day 
the  rich  should  feast  all  the 
poor.” 

In  the  year  1223  Francis  him- 
self celebrated  Christmas  in  a 
way  which  the  world  had  never 
seen  before.  In  Greccio  he  had 
a friend  and  well-wisher  who 
had  given  him  and  his  Brothers 
a wood-grown  cliff  above  the\ 
city.  Francis  now  had  this  man 
called  to  Colombo  and  said  to 
him:  “I  want  to  celebrate  the 
holy  Christmas  night  along  with 
thee,  and  now  listen  how  I have 
thought  it  out  for  myself.  In  the 
woods  by  the  cloister  thou  wilt 
find  a cave,  and  there  thou  may- 
est  arrange  a manger  filled  with 
hay.  There  must  also  be  an  ox 
and  an  ass,  just  as  in  Bethlehem. 
I want  for  once  to  celebrate 
seriously  the  coming  of  the  Son 
of  God  upon  earth  and  to  see 
with  my  own  eyes  how  poor  and 
miserable  He  wished  to  be  for 
our  sakes.” 

His  friend  attended  to  all 
Francis’  wishes,  and  at  midnight 
of  Christmas  Eve  the  Brothers 
came  together  to  celebrate  the 


Japanese  children 


festival  of  Christmas.  All  carried 
lighted  torches,  and  stood 
around  the  manger  with  their 
candles,  so  that  it  was  as  light  as 
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bread  and  wine  should  Himself 
come  to  the  place,  as  bodily  and 
discernibly  as  He  had  been  in 
the  stable  of  Bethlehem. 

For  a moment  it  seemed  to 
Francis’  friend  that  he  saw  a real 
child  lying  in  the  manger,  but 
looking  as  if  it  were  dead  or 
asleep.  Then  Brother  Francis 
stepped  forward  and  took  it 
lovingly  in  his  arms,  and  the 
child  smiled  at  the  Poverello, 
and  with  its  little  hands  stroked 
his  bearded  chin  and  his  coarse 
grey  habit.  Yet  this  vision  did 
not  astonish  Francis’  friend.  For 
Jesus  had  been  dead  or  asleep  in 
hearts  these  many  years,  until 
Brother  Francis  had  by  his  voice 
and  his  example  restored  the 
Divine  Child  to  life  in  the  world. 

Brother  Francis  preached  on 
the  Child  Jesus.  “With  words 
that  dripped  with  sweetness,  he 
spoke  of  the  poor  King  who  is 
born  in  the  night,  and  who  is 
the  Lord  Jesus  in  the  city  of 
David.  And  every  time  he  would 
name  the  name  of  Jesus,  the  fire 
of  his  love  overcame  him,  and 
he  called  Him  instead  the  Child 
from  Bethlehem.  And  the  word 
Bethlehem  he  said  with  a sound 
as  if  of  a lamb  that  bleats,  and 
when  he  had  named  the  name  of 
Jesus,  he  let  his  tongue  glide 
over  his  lips  as  if  to  taste  the 
sweetness  this  name  had  left 
there  as  it  passed  over  them.  The 
holy  watch  night  only  ended 
late,  and  everyone  went  with  joy 
to  his  home.’’ 

— Adapted  from  Jorgensen’s 
St.  Francis  of  Assisi 


day  under  the  dark  vaulting  of 
the  rocks.  Mass  was  said  with 
the  manger  as  altar,  so  that  the 
Divine  Child  under  the  forms  of 


ie  story  of  Bethlehem. 
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We  are  presently  in  the  Dio- 
cese of  Green  Bay,  Wisconsin. 
The  reception  of  the  Fatima  Pil- 
grimage has  been  most  enthusi- 
astic, with  churches  everywhere 
crowded  to  capacity.  The  abid- 
ing danger  of  World  War  III 
lends  increasing  emphasis  to  the 
promise  of  our  Blessed  Mother 
concerning  the  conversion  of 
Russia  and  “some  time  of  peace 
for  humanity”.  The  little  people 
continue  to  take  her  at  her  word 
and  therein  lies  our  greatest 
hope. 

# # # 

Took  time  out  this  morning  to 
visit  the  famous  wild  life  sanctu- 
ary here  in  Green  Bay.  The 
place  is  swarming  with  ducks  of 
almost  every  North  American 
species;  blacks,  mergansers,  teal, 
mallards,  pintails  as  well  as 
swans,  snow  geese  and  the  big 
Canadian  “honkers,”  all  now  on 
their  way  to  the  Southland. 
Many  of  them  are  so  tame  that 
they  will  eat  right  out  of  your 
hand  and  I was  surprised  to 
note  that  the  blacks  are  the  tam- 


est of  them  all.  These  are  the 
same  cagey  high-fliers  that  will 
rarely  if  ever  decoy,  the  tough- 
est of  all  to  bring  down  during 
the  hunting  season  anywhere.  A 
newly-arrived  flock  of  pintails 
had  settled  on  a small  island 
about  four  hundred  yards  across 
one  of  the  lagoons,  just  resting 
up  before  resuming  their  flight 
South  and  disdaining  the  free 
corn  handed  out  by  visitors  to 
the  sanctuary. 

The  caretaker  informed  me 
that  thousands  of  the  birds  now 
winter  at  the  sanctuary,  in  fact 
spend  their  lives  there.  Last  year 
it  took  sixty  tons  of  cob  corn  to* 
feed  them  and  during  the  cold 
snaps  it  was  necessary  to  make 
use  of  a miniature  ice-breaker  to 
keep  the  channels  free.  These 
are  the  “social  security”  addicts 
of  bird  land.  They  have  suc- 
cumbed to  the  lure  of  the  full 
dinner  pail  and  will  never  again 
know  the  thrill  of  the  great  fly- 
ways  or  the  easy  comfort  of 
Southern  climes. 

Of  course,  one  can  hardly 
blame  the  birds.  Perhaps  they 
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are  but  a product  of  our  social- 
istic age.  What  has  happened  to 
them  is  happening  on  a much 
larger  scale  to  the  humans  of 
North  America  as  the  creeping 
paralysis  of  socialism  continues 
to  make  inroads  into  individual 
and  national  life.  Initiative  is 
dying.  The  incentive  for  crea- 
tive work  is  disappearing.  In- 
dependence is  no  longer  a thing 
to  be  desired  and  the  satisfac- 
tion of  being  able  to  call  one’s 
soul  one’s  own  is  being  sacrificed 
to  the  false  economy  and  Uto- 
pian assurance  of  cheques  and 
“free  corn”  for  everybody.  Mean- 
while, the  attack  on  what  is  left 
of  a free  enterprise  system  con- 
tinues unabated.  Many  people 
have  learned  to  prefer  this  fool’s 
Paradise  to  the  system  that  has 
made  America  the  great  nation 
it  is  today.  They  “never  had  it 
so  good”.  Maybe  one  of  these 
days  it  will  be  free  glasses  and 
toupees  and  false  choppers  for 
everybody  as  in  England  during 
the  high  - wide  - and  - handsome 
days  of  the  Labor  Party  control. 
All  well  and  good  until  they  kill 
the  goose  or  until  there  is  no 
more  corn.  But  the  birds  are  not 
too  smart.  They  haven’t  yet 
staged  a hunger  strike  for  unem- 
ployment insurance  for  those 
who  are  too  lazy  or  too  indiffer- 
ent to  hit  the  skyway  trail. 

# # # 

The  local  residents  are  having 
a whale  of  a time  in  Elk  Point, 
South  Dakota,  where  the  town 
is  falling  part  and  nobody  gives 
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a darn.  This  prairie  town  is 
gradually  being  swallowed  up  by 
the  earth  but  the  residents  “just 
can’t  take  the  whole  thing  seri- 
ously”. Mr.  Charles  Sloan,  the 
Sioux  Falls  architect  summoned 
to  find  out  why  the  town’s  larger 
buildings  are  cracking  after  a 
series  of  earth  tremors,  told  the 
New  York  Journal-American  in 
an  exclusive  telephone  interview 
that  “we  must  assume  that  this 
may  reach  disaster  proportions”. 
He  added  that  the  people  of 
Elk  Point  simply  could  not  be 
aroused  to  their  danger. 

“A  panic  in  the  town?  Just 
the  opposite,”  he  said.  “A  cer- 
tain apathy  seems  to  have  settled 
over  the  people.  They  shrug  it 
off  or  make  a few  feeble  jokes 
like,  “ ‘Do  you  get  that  sinking 
feeling?  ’ ” The  High  School  has 
been  evacuated.  The  stone  court- 
house has  shifted.  The  outer 
edge  of  St.  Joseph’s  Catholic 
Church  has  already  sunk  into  the 
ground.  But  according  to  archi- 
tect Sloan  the  townsfolk  “have 
the  attitude  of  people  living  in 
a town  which  is  burning  down 
but  they  prefer  to  regard  it  as  a 
bonfire”.  The  “sinking  feeling”, 
about  which  the  boys  are  having 
their  little  jokes,  has  already  cost 
the  town  more  than  a million 
dollars. 

# # # 

Like  the  visit  to  the  “social 
security”  ducks,  the  reading  of 
this  news  dispatch  reminded  me 
of  another  phase  of  American 
mentality  that  could  prove  ex- 

Page  Nineteen 


tremely  dangerous  in  time  of 
real  disaster.  This  curious  reac-« 
tion  on  the  part  of  the  people  of 
Elk  Point  is  symptomatic  of  a 
state  of  lethargy  that  seems  to 
have  settled  over  a great  part  of 
the  North  American  Continent. 
Now  and  then  we  have  had 
occasion  to  point  out  a few 
things  we  know  about  the  prog- 
ress of  the  insidious  Communist 
conspiracy  and  the  plans  of  the 
Super-Staters  and  One  Worlders, 
all  of  whom  are  conspiring,  wit- 
tingly or  otherwise,  to  change 
America  from  a nation  of  inde- 
pendent rugged  individuals  into 
a community  of  robot  citizens  of 
a Super-State  that  will  abolish 
their  human  rights  and  God- 
given  liberties  in  exchange  for 
corn-on-the-house.  As  far  as  the 
success  of  any  attempt  to  arouse 
the  people  is  concerned  we 
might  just  as  well  have  “stood  in 
bed”.  People  do  not  want  to  be 
aroused.  They  resent  being  dis- 
turbed. They  remind  one  of  the 
man  sinking  into  blissful  uncon- 
sciousness in  the  piling  of  snow- 
drifts and  pleading  with  his 
would-be  rescuers  to  go  away 
and  leave  him  to  his  dreams. 
Happily  there  are  many  Ameri- 
can patriots  who  never  give  up, 
in  spite  of  the  apparent  ineffec- 
tiveness of  their  efforts  to  fight 
City  Hall.  It  would  be  a sad  day 
for  America  if  they  did.  At  times 
they  must  realise  how  much 
easier  it  would  be  to  join  the 
Polyanna  school  of  thought  and 
enjoy  a few  more  peaceful  years 
before  the  gates  of  the  concen- 


tration camps  close  behind  the 
deluded  victims  of  Communist 
and  “liberal”  propaganda. 

# # * 

I have  just  received  a copy  of 
one  of  the  finest  pamphlets  ever 
written  on  the  Communist 
threat  to  America.  It  is  a bro- 
chure written  jointly  by  His 
Eminence  Francis  Cardinal 
Spellman  and  J.  Edgar  Hoover, 
head  of  the  Federal  Bureau  of 
Investigation.  Mr.  Hoover 
writes:  “To  allow  America  to 
become  infected  with  the  malig- 
nant growth  of  Communism  is 
a breach  of  trust  to  those  who 
gave  their  lives  for  American 
principles.”  And  His  Eminence 
more  than  any  man  alive  today 
knows  the  history  of  those  brave 
young  heros  of  so  many  nations 
who  have  fought  and  died  on 
far-flung  battlefronts  to  protect 
their  loved  ones  at  home.  In  a 
tour  of  battle  areas  and  refugee 
lands  he  has  covered  more  than 
140,000  miles,  heard  from  their 
own  lips  the  story  of  these  splen- 
did fighting  men  and  the  story 
of  the  pathetic  refugees  driven 
by  the  Communist  terror  from 
everything  they  had  held  sacred 
at  home.  “I  have  seen”,  he 
writes,  “the  terror  mirrored  in 
the  tear-emptied  eyes  of  men, 
women  and  children  who,  when 
told  they  were  going  to  be  re- 
patriated, preferred  suicide  in 
exile  to  enslavement,  cruelty  and 
death  at  home.”  Writing  of  the 
idealism — and  the  disillusion- 
ment— of  those  who  fought 
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abroad  while  America  was  being- 
betrayed  at  home,  His  Eminence 
gives  us  a gripping  and  poignant 
story  of  the  America  that  is 
being  lost. 

“Would  you,  whose  son  now 
lies  in  the  hidden  depths  of  the 
sea,  dare  to  answer  his  whispered 
words:  “Mother,  is  the  America 
for  which  the  floods  of  our  blood 
mingled  with  the  waves  of  the 
sea,  safe  for  my  son,  the  son  I 
never  saw?  ’ ” “Could  you  watch 
your  daughter  with  a new  life 
beneath  her  heart  and  say:  ‘Be 
strong!  Your  Joe  died — not 
alone  the  pilot  of  his  burning 
ship  but  also  a flaming  light  to 
the  world  of  democracy  and 
peace  — and  now  his  Joe  will 
never  need  to  sacrifice  to  war  his 
dreams,  his  hopes,  his  life?  ’ ” 

“Can  you  see  the  restless, 


helpless  bodies  of  the  physically 
and  spiritually  sick  and  say  to 
them:  ‘The  peace  is  won.  Amer- 
ica is  safe.  Your  job  is  done? 

“No,  you  cannot,  because 
America  is  infected  with  the 
germs  of  Communism  which, 
spreading  its  poisonous  propa- 
ganda and  false  philosophies,  is 
twisting  and  tempting  the  minds 
of  good  men  until  they,  too,  be- 
come serfs  to  the  perjuring,  pan- 
dering spirit  of  confusion  and 
chaos.” 

We  strongly  urge  every  reader 
of  the  Scarboro  Missions  to  pur- 
chase many  copies  of  this  pam- 
phlet and  to  spread  it  far  and 
wide.  It  may  be  obtained  (10 
cents  a copy)  from  Constitution- 
il  Educational  League,  Inc.,  324 
Madison  Avenue,  New  York  17, 
N.Y. 


HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE 

This  study  of  Our  Lady's  requests  at  Fatima  will  make  an 
excellent  Christmas  gift.  It  contains  also  fifteen  meditations  on 
the  mysteries  of  the  Rosary. 

It  is  written  by  Father  Desmond  Stringer,  S.F.M.,  after  his 
five-year  tour  preaching  the  message  of  Fatima.  Price  $2.00. 

— SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO,  ONT. 


SEND  US  YOUR  OLD  JEWELRY! 

The  Jewelry  you  no  longer  use  — the  odd  pieces  lying 
around  in  drawers  and  boxes  — can  be  used  by  us.  Eye 
glass  frames,  watches,  rings,  tie  pins,  brooches — anything 
of  gold  or  silver  can  be  used.  Just  mail  it  to  us.  It  means 
more  money  for  the  missions. 
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On  big  fiestas,  the  steel  band  "tramps"  and  "legs"  through  the  streets  making  every- 
body happy. 


STEEL  BANDS 


OF  GUIANA 


by  WALLACE  CHISHOLM,  S.F.M. 

The  Guianese  people  are  un- 
like their  Latin  American  neigh- 
bours in  many  respects  but  when 
it  comes  to  music,  they  are  very 
mudh  alike.  They  love  their 
music  fast,  slow,  in  the  morning, 
in  the  evening,  any  time,  any 
place. 


However,  it  is  not  Latin 
American  music  that  is  the  most 
popular  here  in  British  Guiana. 
The  Guianese  are  proud  of  their 
special  type  of  music  that  is 
actually  West  Indian  in  origin. 
It  is  called  the  “Steel  Band.”  You 
will  find  this  strange  method  of 
making  music  throughout  the 
West  Indian  Islands,  but  on  Con- 
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tinental  South  America  only 
British  Guiana  can  boast  of  her 
steel  bands. 

In  these  bands  which  some- 
times comprise  thirty  pieces,  the 
one  and  only  instrument  is  an 
empty  oil  barrel  which  is  trim- 
med with  hacksaws  and  tuned 
with  sledgehammers.  Some  of 
the  barrels  are  shallow  and  hang 
by  straps  from  the  musicians’ 
shoulders;  others  are  waist  high. 
The  instruments  are  called  ‘pans’ 
and  are  always  made  of  oil  bar- 
rels because,  due  to  the  quality 
of  steel,  they  have  a richer  tone. 
These  pans  fall  into  three  basic 
categories:  the  Ping  Pongs,  which 
carry  the  melody;  the  Tune 
Booms,  which  make  up  the  har- 
mony section  and  the  Bass 
Booms,  which  are  rhythm  in- 
struments. 

I guess  you  are  wondering  just 
how  these  barrels  give  out  their 
tunes.  First  of  all,  the  steel 
bandsman  gets  a barrel  and  saws 
about  four  inches  from  the  bot- 
tom, which  is  to  be  the  face  of 
the  drum.  He  heats  the  pan 
over  a 'fire,  then  pounds  the  face 
until  it  is  completely  concave. 
With  different  coloured  paints 
he  marks  off  32  loops  on  the 
face,  each  loop  marking  a sepa- 
rate note.  Then,  with  a hammer 
and  a cold  chisel  he  cuts  a shal- 
low groove  along  the  painted 
lines,  separating  each  note  so 
that  there  will  be  no  blending. 
Then  he  taps  the  underside  of 
the  drum,  raising  each  note  until 
he  gets  the  tone  and  the  pitch  he 
wants.  Then  prestob  he  has  a 


ping  pong.  The  other  two  types 
are  made  in  practically  the  same 
way,  but  with  a deeper  pan  for 
*»ach. 

With  these  barrels  one  can 
imitate  every  musical  instrument 
known  to  man,  from  pianos  to 
violins,  to  guitars,  to  trumpets; 
and  they  have  been  refined  to 
the  point  where  they  can  be  as 
true  to  a Polonaise  by  Chopin 
as  to  a calypso. 

On  big  fiestas,  suCh  as  Christ- 
mas or  Easter,  the  steel  band  will 
tramp , that  is  march  from  a 
starting  point  and  wend  its  way 
throughout  the  town  followed 
by  hundreds  of  people  walking 
or  zegging  (swaying  with  the 
rhythm) . The  music  carries  over 
the  air  for  miles  around  and 
when  the  first  notes  are  heard  — 
if  the  priest  happens  to  be 
preaching  — he  might  just  as  well 
forget  about  the  sermon  because 
everyone  starts  beating  time  and 
the  kids  race  out  of  Church  to 
zeg  with  the  steel  band. 

What  does  the  music  sound 
like?  Well,  it’s  tone  is  sometimes 
compared  to  that  of  a xylophone 
or  a Hawaiian  guitar,  but  per- 
sonally I feel  that  the  haunt- 
ingly  beautiful  sound  is  like  no 
other  music.  It  completely  cap- 
tivates you,  making  you  forget 
for  a few  minutes  the  heat  or 
the  rain  as  you  watch  the  band 
snake  along  past  the  Church  and 
off  into  the  distance,  until  you 
can  no  longer  see  the  ‘trampers’ 
but  can  still  hear  the  weird 
rhythm  slowly  fading  into  the 
tropical  night. 
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Father  Geier  makes  another  little  Japanese  heir  to  the  Kingdom  of  God. 


THE  HANARES 

by  EDWARD  GEIER,  S.F.M. 

From  time  to  time,  readers  of  “Scarboro  Missions” 
have  enjoyed  stories  of  Japan  which  were  written  by 
Father  Geier.  In  October  1950  he  left  Toronto  for  our 
Japanese  mission  field.  Since  that  time  he  has  become 
highly  proficient  in  the  language  of  that  country.  We 
wish  him  all  success  for  a continued  fruitful  apostolate. 


YV7T  have  had  quite  a large 
number  of  visitors  in  this 
parish  and  among  them  was  a 
Japanese  priest  who  dropped  in 
the  other  day  to  say  Mass.  After- 
wards, during  his  breakfast,  we 
talked  about  various  things  but 
especially  about  his  parish.  He 
is  on  a small  island  two  hours 
from  here  by  train  and  ferry 
where  he  cares  for  some  360 
Catholics.  Also  on  the  island 
there  are  10,000  pagans.  These 
pagans  are  a special  type,  though. 


They  are  called  “hanare”,  a 
Japanese  word  meaning  “to 
separate  or  break  off.”  These 
people  are  descendants  of  an  old 
Christianity.  During  the  perse- 
cutions, they  secretly  carried  on 
the  practice  of  their  Faith.  How- 
ever, civil  authorities  were  very 
strict  in  rooting  out  the  Chris- 
tians, everybody  having  to  go  to 
Buddhist  temples  and  perform 
at  least  the  externals  of  the 
Buddhist  ritual;  so  that  now 
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they  are  half  Buddhist  and  half 
Christian.  They  were  converted 
originally  by  the  Portuguese 
some  400  years  ago.  At  that  time 
there  were  very  few  words  in 
Japanese  suitable  for  expressing 
Catholic  doctrine.  So,  Portuguese 
was  used  to  express  such,  ideas 
as  soul,  Mass,  Eucharist  and 
penance.  Portuguese  was  also 
used  in  baptisms. 

When  the  Portuguese  were 
forced  out  of  Japan,  the  people 
continued  to  use  these  words; 
but  gradually  they  lost  the  mean- 
ing of  them  as  well  as  the  pro- 
nunciation. Now  the  words  only 
slightly  resemble  Portuguese  or 
Latin,  and  so  are  really  nothing 
but  incoherent  sounds.  They 
have  their  own  form  of  Baptism 
but  it  has  become  so  changed 
that  it  is  no  longer  valid.  This 
Japanese  priest  told  me  that  they 
have  a very  great  reverence  for 
the  Pope;  in  fact,  whenever  they 
mention  his  name,  they  bow 
their  heads.  They  still  teach  that 
there  are  seven  Sacraments  but 
they  don’t  know  what  they  are. 
Apparently  when  the  mission- 
aries left  them  during  the  per- 
secutions, they  told  the  people 
that  when  they  returned  they 
would  be  wearing  brown  habits 
with  white  cords  and  sailing  on 
black  ships.  They  are  still  wait- 
ing for  them  to  come  back.  They 
suspect  everyone  else  of  being  a 


Protestant,  or  at  least  of  not 
being  like  those  who  came  to 
their  ancestors. 

Our  Japanese  visitor  said  that 
they  baptise  in  utter  secrecy 
so  much  so  that  if  anyone  calls 
on  them  even  at  that  time,  they 
stop  immediately.  He  said  that 
there  were  cases  even  where  a 
wife  would  be  a “hidden  Chris- 
tiaji”  without  her  husband  know- 
ing about  it.  Because  they  are 
so  secret,  it  is  almost  impossible 
to  know  how  many  of  them  there 
are,  but  it  is  thought  that  there 
are  about  40,000  in  islands  near 
his  parish  and  perhaps  even 
hundreds  of  thousands  in  other 
parts  of  Japan.  There  are  many 
difficulties  in  getting  them  back 
to  church.  One  of  these  is  the 
almost  blind,  illogical  distrust  of 
the  Catholic  priest.  Another  is 
the  fact  that  among  them  some 
of  their  number  have  become 
the  equivalent  of  priests,  per- 
forming baptisms  and  teaching 
catechism.  These  leaders  realize 
that  if  these  people  are  all  re- 
ceived into  the  church,  they  will 
lose  their  jobs  and  their  prestige 
in  the  community.  Up  to  the 
present,  there  have  been  only 
rare  cases  of  conversion  but  there 
is  hope  that  with  time  and  pray- 
er, and  instruction,  they  will  all 
some  day  come  into  the  Church. 
Let’s  pray  that  that  day  may  not 
be  too  far  away. 


— WANTED  — 

Blankets,  new  or  used,  for  the  boys  at  St.  Mary's,  Scarboro  Missions'  House  of 
Preparatory  Studies. 

Please  send  to  Nazareth  House,  Box  289,  St.  Mary's,  Ont. 
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Number  5 

SCARBORO  and  the  FATIMA  MESSAGE 


Once  again,  Father  Patrick 
Moore  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  enters  the  diocese 
of  Hamilton,  Ont.,  with  a Pil- 
grim Virgin  of  Fatima  statue. 
Pictured  here  on  the  left  is  His 
Excellency,  Joseph  F.  Ryan, 
Bishop  of  the  diocese;  on  the 
right,  Father  Moore. 

The  occasion  is  the  beginning 
of  a six  months’  tour  of  the 
statue  arranged  to  include  every 
parish  church,  chapel  and  Reli- 
gious Institution.  It  began  on 
September  14,  1956  and  is  part 


of  a series  of  celebrations  mark- 
ing the  Sees’  Centennial  Year. 

The  opening  saw  the  beauti- 
ful Cathedral  of  Christ  the  King 
filled  to  capacity,  and  through- 
out the  night  the  rosary  was 
prayed  for  peace  in  the  world 
and  the  return  of  man  to  the 
Catholic  Faith. 

Scarboro  Missions  offers  the 
sincerest  congratulations  of  us 
all  to  Bishop  Ryan  and  his  zea- 
lous priests  on  this  happy  occa- 
sion. May  God  bless  them,  one 
and  all! 
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The 

LITTLE  FLOWER’S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 

Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 


When  Christmas  comes  I hope  your  hearts  will  be  crammed  full 
of  happiness.  It’s  exciting,  isn’t  it,  with  all  the  hustle  and  bustle  of 
wrapping  presents,  putting  up  the  Christmas  tree,  rushing  to  meet 
the  postman,  answering  the  telephone,  making  dates — I could  go  on 
and  on,  couldn’t  you? 

Of  course,  Christmas  Eve  is  the  time  to  hang  up  that  special  stock- 
ing. I remember  how  hard  it  was  to  get  to  sleep,  wondering  what 
I’d  find  in  it  in  the  morning.  You,  too? 

This  year,  how  about  pinning  up  a stocking  for  your  Scarboro 
Missionaries?  The  Infant  Jesus  has  given  them  thousands  of  little 
children  to  look  after,  some  in  Japan,  some  in  the  Philippines,  some 
in  Santo  Domingo  and  other  places  far  away.  Will  you  share  your 
gifts  with  them?  Not  just  pennies  this  time,  but  dimes  and  dollars. 
With  your  help  we  can  build  schools  and  churches  where  pagans  can 
learn  about  God  and  come  to  receive  Him  in  Holy  Communion  and 
visit  the  Crib  even  though  it  won’t  be  as  nice  as  the  one  in  your 
church. 

Did  you  read  on  another  page  what  our  Bishop  Turner  wrote  about 
Christmas  in  China?  I remember  it,  too,  and  the  ahs  and  ohs  of  the 
little  ones  when  they  saw  our  Crib.  Friends  of  mine  used  to  send  me 
money  to  buy  some  little  treat  for  them  then.  This  Christmas  night 
there  won’t  be  any  Crib;  there  won’t  be  any  small  gift  for  them;  there 
won’t  be  any  Holy  Mass  or  Communion.  They’ll  just  have  memories 
and  hungry  hearts — poor  souls! 

As  Junior  Missionaries  you  must  show  others  that  you  do  love  these 
people  in  faraway  countries,  that  you  will  do  everything  you  can  to 
help  them  find  the  Infant  Saviour  and  have  the  peace  and  joy  of 
Christmas  in  their  hearts  also. 

My  gift  to  you  will  be  one  of  my  three  Masses  on  the  feast  itself, 
praying  our  God  and  Saviour  to  love  and  bless  you — always. 


Father  Jim. 
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Statue  of  Christopher  Columbus  in  the 
Dominican  Republic. 

A LIGHT  FOR 

by  BUDD  MULLOY 

TVTHAT  was  the  light  seen 
iby  Christopher  Columbus 
and  several  members  of  his  crews 
aboard  the  Nina,  Pinta  and  the 
flagship  Santa  Maria  some  time 
before  their  arrival  here  in  San 
Salvador,  464  years  ago? 

When  the  light  was  spotted  by 
the  weary  mariners  it  put  an 
immediate  stop  to  mutiny  that 
was  just  about  to  break,  made  it 
possible  for  Columbus  to  con- 
tinue on  his  westward  course 
and  brought  about  the  discovery 
of  the  first  land  in  the  New 
World. 

And  yet,  according  to  recorded 
data,  there  is  no  logical  explana- 
tion for  this  mysterious  “land- 
fall” which  was  supposedly  seen 
some  five  hours  before  and  about 
30  or  more  miles  from  the  actual 
sight  of  land  on  the  east  coast 
of  this  tiny  Bahamas  island  far 
out  in  the  Atlantic  Ocean. 

Those  who  have  read  thor- 
oughly through  the  diaries,  logs 
and  the  letters  of  Columbus  to 
Queen  Isabella  and  King  Ferdi- 
nand have  shown  a peculiar 
reluctance  to  ascribe  a reason  for 
this  unusual  situation.  It  cer- 
tainly was  not  a natural  pheno- 
mena, for  there  was  nothing  that 
might  .possibly  have  been  seen 
from  their  position.  And  yet,  it 
was  seen  by  many.  Or,  was  it? 
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COLUMBUS 

Today  there  is  a powerful 
400,000  candlepower  light  on 
this  shore,  but  it  can  be  seen 
only  19  miles,  according  to  the 
Imperial  Lighthouse  guide.  So- 
it  was  certainly  not  a light  from 
shore.  Some  have  conjectured 
that  it  might  have  been  natives 
fishing  at  night  with  a blazing 
torch,  but  the  water  depth  there 
is  almost  3,000  fathoms  (18,000 
feet)  deep. 

There  is  every  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  the  men  aboard  the 
caravels  and  the  flagship  saw 
nothing  at  all  — at  least  nothing 
of  earthly  origin.  Here  is  the 
scene  and  the  setting: 

The  time  is  an  hour  before 
moonrise,  about  9:15  p.m.  on  the 
night  of  Oct.  11,  1492.  The  sun 
had  dipped  over  the  forward 
horizon  almost  four  hours  ago. 
Christopher  Columbus  is  on  the 
sterncastle  of  the  Santa  Maria, 
eyes  trained  forward.  Suddenly 
he  sees  a light  ahead,  to  the  west. 
When  he  mentions  it  his  page 
boy,  Pedor  de  Salcedo,  confirms 
the  master.  Shall  he  announce 
it,  he  asks. 

“No,”  says  Columbus.  There 
had  been  considerable  false 
alarms  and  the  men  in  the  crew 
are  restive  and  in  a mutinous 
mood.  Even  now  they  are  ready 
to  assemble  and  demand,  for  the 
last  time,  that  the  fleet  turn 


back  to  Spain  and  give  up  this 
foolhardy  expedition  to  nowhere. 
A rebellion  had  been  quelled 
only  three  hours  before. 

Then  the  light  is  seen  by 
Pedor  Yzquierdo  of  Lepe,  who 
hastens  to  shout:  “Lumbre!  Tier- 
ra!”  indicating  that  there  is  a 
light  and  land  ahead.  The  page 
boy  snubs  him  with  “It’s  already 
been  seen  by  my  master.”  Colum- 
bus adds  “I  saw  and  spoke  of 
that  light  a little  time  ago  and 
it  is  on  land.” 

The  mutiny  is  over  and  all 
hands  stand  watch  through  the 
night  and  again  discontent 
grows.  It  was  not  until  2 a.m. 
that  the  dim  outlines  of  land  are 
seen  forward  and  the  fleet  is 
hove  to,  drifting  slightly  south- 
ward through  the  night.  In  the 
light  of  day  they  rounded  the 
island,  came  through  the  treach- 
erous Gardiner’s  Reef  and  into 
Fernandez  Bay.  They  came 
ashore  at  what  is  now  known  as 
Landing  Beach,  near  the  native 
settlement  of  Cockburn  Town 
(pronounced  Coe-burn) . 

Today  there  is  a memorial  on 
this  beach,  a large  weather 
beaten  cross  of  native  hardwood, 
commemorating  the  fact  that 
here  Father  Schreiner,  a Bene- 
dictine Father,  was  cast  ashore  in 
a shipwreck  in  1891  and  here  he 
celebrated  the  first  Mass  ever  to 
be  heard  on  the  island.  A roving 
missionary,  Father  Schreiner 
stayed  in  San  Salvador  until  his 
death  in  1928.  He  is  buried 
several  miles  a way  on  a hill  over- 
looking Graham's  Harbour. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


The  two  men  who  had  been  cele- 
brating started  home.  One  asked  the 
other,  “Won’t  your  wife  hit  the  ceil- 
ing when  you  get  home  to-night?” 

“She  probably  will,”  replied  the 
other.  “She’s  a terrible  shot.” 

McCall  Spirit. 
* * * 

“Do  you,”  the  judge  asked  the 
groom,  “take  this  woman  for  better  or 
for  worse,  thru  sickness  and  health,  in 
good  times  and  bad,  whether  she 
be  — ” 

“Darn  it,  judge,”  broke  in  the  bride 
tearfully,  “you’re  gonna  talk  him  right 
out  of  it!” — E.  E.  Kenyon 

* * 

A housewife,  shopping  in  a super- 
market, was  complaining  to  the  mana- 
ger about  the  high  food  prices. 

“Fifty-nine  cents  for  this  small  jar 
of  honey!”  she  exclaimed.  “I  never 
paid  more  than  39  cents  for  it  in  my 
life.” 

“I  know,”  replied  the  weary  grocer, 
“but  now  the  bees  are  demanding 
petal-to-petal  pay.”  — Anna  Herbert. 

* ❖ ❖ 

Jill  had  been  naughty  nearly  all 
day.  and  as  punishment  was  sent  up- 
stairs before  the  evening’s  TV  pro- 
grams started. 

“And  when  you  say  your  prayers, 
Jill,”  said  her  mother,  “ask  God  to 
make  you  a good  girl  tomorrow.” 

“Why,”  inquired  the  child,  “what’s 
on  tomorrow?”  - — Tit-Bits. 

^ ^ 

The  old  man  went  in  to  look  at 
caskets,  “Which  is  better”  he  asked, 
“a  metal  one  or  an  oak  one?” 

“Well,”  replied  the  clerk,  anxious  to 


please,  “the  metal  one  would  last 
longer  but  undoubtedly  the  oak  one 
would  be  healthier.”  — Revue. 

* * * 

Stressing  the  importance  of  a large 
vocabulary,  the  high  school  English 
teacher  told  his  class,  “Use  a word 
1 0 times,  and  it  will  be  yours  for  life.” 

In  the  back  of  the  room,  a pert 
blonde  senior  closed  her  eyes  and  was 
heard  chanting,  under  her  breath, 
“Fred,  Fred,  Fred,  Fred,  Fred,  Fred, 
Fred,  Fred,  Fred,  Fred.” — Tracks. 

* * ❖ 

The  local  mortician’s  hearse  devel- 
oped a bad  squeak,  so  he  got  a man 
from  the  garage  to  see  if  he  could  fix 
it.  The  garageman  lay  down  on  the 
carrier  so  he  could  listen  in  comfort 
and  try  to  locate  the  squeak  while  the 
mortician  took  him  for  a drive. 

At  the  first  red  light  the  garageman 
sat  up  to  look  around.  The  drivers  of 
four  cars  fainted.  — Capper’s  Wkly. 

* * * 

At  the  side  of  the  road  a woman 

looked  helplessly  at  a flat  tire.  A 
passerby  stopped  to  help  her.  After 
the  tire  was  changed,  the  woman  said, 
“Let  the  jack  down  easy.  My  husband 
is  sleeping  in  the  back  seat.”  — Cap- 
per’s Wkly. 

* * * 

Fred  was  showing  his  sweetheart 
the  old  family  album,  and  pointed  out 
a picture  of  himself  as  a small  boy. 
He  was  dressed  in  a sailor  suit  and 
sat  on  his  uncle’s  knee. 

“There,  what  do  you  think  of  that 
one?”  he  asked. 

“Very  nice,”  the  girl  replied.  “But 
who  is  the  ventriloquist?”  — Tit  Bits. 
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Make  saving  the  souls  of  others  a means  of  saving  your  own. 


MARIAN  SHRINE  MITE  BOX 


This  beautiful  statue  of  our  Lady  in  blue  and  white  with  matching 
pedestal  is  made  of  sturdy  plastic.  It  has  a changeable  neat  blue  box 
to  hold  your  alms.  And  it  really  enhances  the  Catholic  atmosphere 
of  your  home. 

To  receive  this  beautiful  ensemble,  simply  tear  off  this  entire  page 
and  then  mail  it  to  us.  Clean  new  boxes  will  be  sent  you  as  you 
need  them. 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont.,  Canada 
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^ UP  THERE  IS  EXPIRY  DATE.  PROMPT  RENEWAL  AIDS  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 


WHAT 

A REWARD  ! 

She  gave  him 
a gift 

subscription  to 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 

of  course! 

You  can  please  your  dear 
ones  just  as  much  when  you 
send  them  a gift  subscrip- 
tion to  our  magazine  this 
Christmas. 

They’ll  thank  you  for  a 
welcome  gift  and  we’ll  thank 
you,  too! 

Rates: 

$1.00  a Year 

$4.00  for  5 Years 

$20.00  for  Life 

Send  your  order  to : 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13 


